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SOME ACCOUNT 

OF 

THE LIFE AND WRITINGS 

• OF 

OLIVER GOLDSMITH, M. B. 



Oliver Goldsmith was the youngest of the 
four sons of the Rev* Charles Goldsmith, and was o'^ 
bom the 29di of November, in the year irsi, at 
Femes, in Ireland. Having passed 5ome time in the 
studEf of the dassics, under the tuition of Mr. Hughes, 
on the 11th of June 1TA4 he was admitted a sizer in 
Trinity college, Dublin. 

His genius, which afterwards broke forth with 
sach distinguished lustre, had not yet unfolded itself; 
for we cannot find that, during his continuance at the 
xxsavcrmtyy lie manifested such appeiirances of men- 
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tal vigour as to entitle him to a pre*emrnence over 
the generality of his fellow-students. In February 
1749, however, which was two years after the regu- 
lar course of those things,. he obtained the degree of 
Bachelor of Arts. 

Havinig; while he remained in Dublin, turned his 
thoughts to the profession of physic, and attended 
some courses of anatomy, in the year 1751 he visited 
Edinburgh, and applied himself to the study of the 
different branches of medicine under the respective 
professors in that university. His thoughtless though 
beneficent disposition soon involved him in difficul- 
ties. He had made himself responsible for the debt 
of a fellQW-student, who being either unable or un- 
willing to discharge it, Mr. Goldsmith was obliged 
abruptly to leave Scotland, in order to mroid the hor- 
rors of a prison. 

In the beginning of the year 175^ he arrived at 
Sunderland; but being pursued by a legal process, on 
account of the debt we have just mentioned, he was 
arrested. At Edinburgh he had formed an intimacy 
with Mr. Lauchlin Maclaine and Dr. Sleigh, who 
still resided in the college at that place; and these 
gentlemen bemg informed of his unhappy situatioiiy 
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presently afterwards interposed, and set him at li- 
bertjr* 

This embarrassment being surmounted, he em« 
barked on board a Dutch ship, and arrived at Rot* 
terdam; whence he went to Brussels, then visited 
great part of Flanders; and afterward^ at Stras- 
boarg and Louvain, where he continued some time, 
he obtained the degree of Bachelor in Physic. From 
th^^ he went to Geneva, in company with an Eng- 
lish gentieman. 

It is a circumstance worth recording, that he had 
80 strong a propensity to see different countries, men 
and manners, that even the necessity of walking on 
foot could not deter him from this favourite pursuit. 
Ifis German flute, on which he played tolerably weU, 
frequently supplied him with the means of subsist* 
cnce, and his learning procured him a £eivourable 
reception at most of the religious houses he visited. 
He himself tells us, that whenever he approached a 
peasant's cottage, he played one of his most merry 
tunes, and that generally procured him not only a 
lodging, but subsistence for the next day. This, how- 
ever, was not the case with the rich, who generally 
^pised both the music and the performer. 

B 
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Soon after his arrival at Geneva, .he met with a 
young man, who, by the death of an micle, was become 
possessed of a considerable fortone, and to whom Mr. 
Goldsmith was recommended for a travelling com- 
panion...««As avarice was the prevailing principle of 
this youi^Haan, it cannot be supposed he was long 
pleased wVn his preceptor, whose habits and turn of 
mind were so contrary to his own. 

Our author, during his residence at the college of 
Edinburgh, had given marks of his rising geniusfor poe- 
try, which Switzerland greatly contributed to bring to 
maturity. It was here he wrote the first sketch of his 
Traveller, which he sent to his brother Henry, a 
clergyman in Ireland, who, despising fame and for* 
tune, had retired with an amiable wife, en an income 
of only forty pounds per annum, to pass a life of hap- 
piness and obscurity. 

Mr. Goldsmith and his pupil continued together 
until they arrived at the south of France, where, on 
a disagreement, they parted, and our author was left 
to struggle with all the difficulties that a man could 
escperienoe, who was in a state of poverty, in a foreign 
country, without friends. Yet, notwithstanding all his 
difficulties, his ardour for travelling was not abated; 
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and he persisted in his scheme, though he was fre* 
quently obliged to be beholden to his fiute and the pea- 
sants. At lengthy his curiosity being gratified, he bent 
his course towards England, and arrived at Dover 
about the beginning of the Winter in 1758, 

On his arrival at London, his situatJ^^as by no 
means enviable. It is true, that he brou^t with him 
a strong mind, plentifully stored with images; but 
upon reviewing the state of his finances, he found 
them to consist of only a few half-pence. What must 
be the gloomy apprehensions of a man in so forlorn a 
situadon, and an utter stranger in the metropolis! He 
applied to several apothecaries for employment; but 
his awkward appearance, and his broad Irish accent, 
were so much against him, that he met only witk ridi- 
cule and contempt. At last, however, merely through 
motives of humanity, he was taken notice of by a chy- 
mist, who employed him in his laboratory. 

He continued in this situation till he was informed 
that his old friend Dr. Sleigh was in London. He 
then quitted the chymist, and lived some time upon 
the liberality of the doctor; but, disliking a life of de- 
pendence on the generosity of his friend, and bemg 
HRwiUing to be burdensome to him^ he soon accepted 
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an ofier that was made him, of -assisting the late Rev* 
Dr. Mihier, in the education of young gentlemen at 
his academy at Peckham. Durmg the time he re- 
mained in this situation, he gave much satisfaction to 
his empjgyer ; but as he had obtained some reputation 
from cri^^ns he had written in the Monthly Review, 
he eagerlp^gaged in the compilation of that work, 
with Mr. Griffiths, the principal proprietor. He 
accordingly returned to London, took an obscure lodg- 
ing in Green-Arbour Court, in the Old Bailey, and 
commenced a professed author. 

This was in the year 1759, before the close of which 
he produced several works, particularly a periodical 
publication, called The Bee, and An Enquiry into the 
present State of polite Learning in Europe. He also 
became a writer in the Public Ledger, in which his 
Citizen of the World originally appeared under the 
title of Chinese Letters. His reputation extended so 
rapidly, and his connections became so numerous, that 
he was soon enabled to emerge^om his mean lodg- 
ings in the Old Bailey to tile polite|> air in the Temple, 
where he took chambers m 1763, and lived in a more 
creditable manner. At length, his reputation, was 
folly estahliahed by the publication of The Travefler^ 



•r 



j** 



I^IPB or BR* OOtOaiCXTB. « xui 

in the year 176S. His Vicar of Wakefield aacceeded 
his Traveller^ and his History of England was feUowed 
by the performance of his comedy of the Gtood^na* 
tared Man, all which contributed to plact him in the 
first rank of the writers of his age. * 

The Good-natured Man was acted atflKnt-Grar* 
den theatre in the year 1768* Many part^f this play 
exhibit the strcmgest indications of our author's comic 
talents. There is perhaps no character on the stage 
more happily imag^ed, and more highly finishedt 
than Croaker's; nor do we recoUect so original and 
successful an incident^ as that of the letter^ which he 
omceives to be Uie composition of the incendiary, and 
feels a thousand ridiculous horrors in consequence of 
his absurd appreh^sion. The audience, however, 
haying been just before exalted on the sentimental 
stilts of False Delicacy, a comedy by Mr. Kelly, they 
regarded a few scenes in Mr. Goldsmith's piece as 
too low for their entertainment, and therefore treated 

them with unjustifiable severity. Nevertheless the 

- Ml 
Good-natured Man succeeded, though in a degree 

inferior to its merit. The prdogue to it, which is 

excellent, was writtexx by the author's friend. Dr. 

Samuel Johnson* 
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In 1773, the comedy of She Stoops to Conquer, or 
The Mistakes of a Night, was acted at Covent-Oar*' 
den theatre. This piece was considered as a farce 
by some writers; even if so, it must be ranked among 
the farces of a man of genius. One of the most ludi- 
crous ci^Bmstances it contains^ which is that of the 
robbery, jTsaid to be borrowed from Albumazar. 

Mr. C<dman, who was then a manager of the thea^* 
tre, had very little opinion of this piece, and made so 
keen a remark on it while in rehearsal, that the Doc- 
tor never forgave him: it however succeeded con- 
trary to Mr. Colman's expectations, being received 
with uncommon applause by the audience. /The suc- 
cess of thi^ comedy produced a very illiberal and per^ 
sonal attack, which aj^ared in one of the public 
prints, of which the following is a copy : 

<( TO DR. GOLDSMITH. 

« Voos vous noyez en vanite. 
^' Sir, • ' . 

<< Thehap^ knack which you have learnt of puf- 
fing your own compositions, provokes me to come 
forth. You have not been the editor of newspapers 
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and magazines, Hot to discover the trick of literary 
humbug m EUit the £;auze is so thin, that the very foolish 
part of the world see through it, and discover the 
Doctor's monkey £Etce and cloven foot Your poetic 
vanity is as unpardonable as your personaL Would 
man believe it, and will woman bear itj>^ be told, 
that for hours the great Goldsmith will snBd survey- 
hig his grotesque oranthotan's figure in a glass? Was 
but the lov^y H.*.««««k a^ much enamoured, you would 
not sigh, my gentle swain, in vain. But your vanity 
is preposterous. How will this same bard of Bedlam 
nng the changes in praise of Goldy \ But what has he 
tobeeither proud or vain of? The Traveller isaflimsy 
poem, built upon false principles; principles diame- 
trically opposite to liberty* What i^ the Good-natured 
Man but a poor water-gruel, dramatic dose ? What is 
the Deserted Village but a pretty poem of ea^ num- 
bers, without fancy, dignity, genius, or fire ? And pray 
what may be the last speaking pantomime, so much 
praised by the Doctor himself, but an incoherent piece 
of stuif, the figure of a woman, with a fish's tail, with* 
<WLt plot; incident, or intrigue ? We ,«|Cf'tnade to Iftugh 

• 

at stale, dull jokes, wherein we- mistake pleasantry 
for wit, and grimace for humgur ; wherein every scene 
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is unnatural, and inconsistent with the rules, the laws 
ot nature and of the drama, viz. two gentlemen come 
to a man of fortune's house, eat, drink, sleep. Sec. 
and take it for an inn. The one is intended as a lover 
to the daughter ; he talks with her for some hours, 
And whes;he sees her again in a different dress, he 
treats her as a bar«-girl, and swears she squinted. He 
abuses the master of the house, and threatens to kick 
him out of his own doors. The squire, whom we are 
told is to be a fool, proves to be the most sensible be- 
ing of the piece; and he makes out a whole act by 
bidding his mother lie close behind a bush, persuading 
her, that his father, her own husband, is a highway-* 
man, and that he is come to cut their throats ; and to 
give his cousin an oppcwtunity to go oflF, he drives his 
mother over hedges, ditches, and through ponds* 
There is not, sweet sucking Johnson, a natural stroke 
in the whole play, but the young fellow giving the 
stolen jewels to the mothei^, supposing her to be t&e 
landlady. That Mr. Colman did no justice to this 
piece, I honestly allow ; that he told all his friends 
that it wohld be damned, I positively aver; and from 
such ungenerous insinuations, without a dramatic 
merit) it rose to public notice ; and it is now the ton 
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ibo go to see h^ ihoagh I never saw a person, ths;t 
either liked it or approved it, anymore than the'ab- 
suvd plot of Home's tragedy of Alonso. Mr* Grold- 
flmth) correct your arrogance, reduce your vanity, 
and endeavour to believe, as a man, you are of the 
filaiiiest sort, and as an author, but a mortal piece of 
mediocrity* 

** Brisez le miroir infidele, 
" Qui vous cache la verite. 

" ToBi Tickle," 



The iUiberality <tf this epistle will be apparent to 
every reader. Dn CkddsnxSth, immediately on its 
aiq[>earaacei went to the publisher's house, and, after 
having argued on the malignity of this unmerited 
attack on his character, he applied Ids cane about his 
shoulders with all his might ; the pciUttsher, however, 
thou^t it necessary to stand in his own defence. It 
is not easy to say when or how this combat would have 
ended, had not Dr. Kenrick, who was sitting in a pri- 
vate room, stepped forward and parted them. Dr. 
Kenrick was said to be the author c^this severe attack 

SB the Doctor'a duoacter;' but other proofs. of the 

c 
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malignity of this man's heart might eanly be pro« 
duced. 

After thisrencontre, several paragraphs appeared 
in the newspapers, severely censuring Dr. Goldsmith 
for beating a man in his own house. In consequence 
of this, on the 31st of March, 1773, he published the 
following address in the Daily Advertiser: 

« TO THE PUBLIC. 

^< Lest it should be supposed, that I have been wil- 
ling to correct in others an abuse, of whichlhave been 
guilty myself, I beg leave to declare, that in all my 
life I never wrote, or dictated, a single paragraph, 
letter, or essay, in a newspaper, except a few moral 
essays under the character of a Chinese, about ten 
years ago, in the Ledger ; and a letter, to which I 
signed my name, in the St. James's Chronicle. If the 
liberty of the press therefore has been abused, I have 
had no hand in it. 

** I have always considered the press as the pro- 
tector of our freedom, as a' watchful guardian, capable 
of uniting the weak against the encroachments of 
power. What concerns the public most properly ad- 
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mits of a public discussion. But of late, the press has 
tamed from defending public interest^ to making in- 
roads upon private life; from combating the strong, 
to oyerwhelmii^ the feeble. No condition is now too 
obscure for its abuse, and the protector is become the 
tjrrant of the people. In this manner the freedom of 
the press is beginning to sow the seeds of its own 
dissohition; the great most oppose it from principle, 
and the weak from fear j till at last every rank of 
mankind diaU be found to give up its benefits, con- 
tent with security &x)m its insults. 

^< How to put a stop to this licentiousnaM, by which 
all are indiscriminately abused, and by which vice 
consequently escapes in the general censure, I am 
unable to tell: all I could wish is, that, as the law 
gives us no protection agamst the injury, so it should 
give calumniators no shelter after having provoked 
correction* The insults which we receive before the 
public, by being more open, are the more distressing ; 
by treating them with silent contempt, we do not pay 
a sufficient deference to the opinion of the world. By 
recurring to legal redress, we too often expose the 
weakness of the law, which only serves to increase 
our Boortification by foiling to relieve us. In short, 
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every man should singly caosMgr himaelffks a gnar«> 
dian of the liberty of the presS) and^ aa iar aa his htr 
fiaence can extend, should endeaToor to prcTcnt its 
licentioasneBs becoming at last the graTC q£ its free^ 
doni» 

« Oliver Goij>smith«** 

In 1772 was performed at CoventrOar^en theatre,, 
lor the benefit of Mr* Quic):, The GruiBiiery a ftiyce, 
altered from Sedley, this was the last of our author'^ 
theatrical pieces : its suooesa was not very flattoring; 
for it was acted no more than once, and has' ne^er 
appeared in print* 

It is certain that the Doctor mi^t, with a Uttlo 
attention to prudence and economy » hare plated hisBH 
self in a stale ai)ove want and dcpeodance> He is 
teid to hi,ve acquired, in one yfcar, oioe 'dionsand eight 
hundred pounds ; and tiie advantages arising from his 
writings were very considerable for many years before 
his death. But these we^ rendered usdeas by an 
improvideiM: liberality, which prevented his dlatin^- 
gnishing properly the objects dThis generosity; and an 
unhappy attachment to gaming^ with the arts of which 
hewasveryMtiieaioquainted. He therefore remained 
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at times as much embarrassed in his circumstances) 
as when his income was in its lowest and most preca- 
rious state* 

He had been for some years, at different times^ 
affected with a violent strangury, which contributed 
to embitter the latter part of his life, and which, 
united with the vexations he sufiered upon other oc* 
casions, brought on a kind of habitual despondency. 
In this conditioik he was attack/ed by a nerrous fever, 
which, in spite of the most aMe medical assistance, 
terminated in his dissolution on the 4th day of April, 
1774, in the forty-third year of his age* 

His repuuns were deposited in the burial-ground 
belonging to the Temple, and a mooament hath sipce 
been erected to his memory, in Westminster-Abbey, 
at the expense of a literary club to which he belonged* 
It consists of a large medallion, exhifaitmg a good like- 
ness of the Doctor, embellished with literary orna- 
ments ; underneath whiflh iaa tablet of white marble, 
with the following Latin inscription, written by his 
friend Dr* Samuel Johnson : 



^ 
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OLIVARII GOLDSMITH, 

Poetae, Physici, Historici ; 

Qui nullum fer^ scribendi Genus 

Non tetigit, 

Nullum quod tetigit non omavit; 

Sive Risus essent movendi, 

Sive Lacrims : 

AfiTectuum potens, at lenis Dominator ; 

Ingenio sublimis, vividus, versatilis ; 

Oratione grants, nitidus, venustus; 

Hoc Monumento Memoriam cohiit 

Sodalium Amor, 

Amicorum Fides, 

Lectorum Veneratio. 

Natus Hibemia, Fomeise Lonfordiensis, 

In Loco cui Nomen Pallas, 

Nov. XXix. MDCCXXXI* 

Eblanse Literis institutus. 
Obiit Londini 

Apr. iv. MDCCLXXXT* 



Translation. 

This Monument is raised 

To the Memory of 

OLIVER GOLDSMITH, 

Poet, Natural Philosopher, and Historian, 
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Who lef^ DO species of writing untoucliedy 

or 

Unadorned by his pen, 

Whether to move laughter, 

Or draw tears: 

He was a powerful master 

Over the affections, 

Though at the same time a gentle tyrant; 

Of a genius at once sublime, lively, and 

Equal to every subject: 

In expression at once noble, 

Pure, and delicate. 

His memory will last 

As long as Society retains affection, 

Friendship is not void of honour. 

And Reading wants not her admirers. 

He was bom in the kingdom of Ireland, 

At Femes, in the province 

Of Leinster, 

Where Pallas had set her name, 

29th Nov. 1731. 

He was educated at Dublin, 

. And died in London, 

4th April, 1774. 

We shall conclude this account of the life of Dr. 
Ooldsmith with the two following poems, written on 
the occasion of his death* 
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ON THE DEATH 



OF 



DR. GOLDSMITH. 



BY W. WOTY. 



Adieu, sweet Bard! to each fine feeling true, 
Thy virtues many, and thy foibles few ; 
Those form'd to charm e'en vicious minds,«..and these 
With harmless mirth the social soul to please* 
Another's woe thy heart could always melt; 
None gave more free....for none more deeply felt. 
Sweet Bard, adieu ! thy own harmonious lays 
Have sculptor'd out thy monument of praise : 
Yes....these survive to time's* remotest day; 
While drops the bust, and boastful tonibs decay. 
Reader, if nuniber'd in the Muses' train^ 
Goy time the lyre, and imitate his strain; 
But, if no poet thou, reverse the plan. 
Depart in peace, and imitate the man* 
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ON THE 

DEATH OF DR. OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 



Dark as the night, which now in dunnest robe 

Ascends her zenith, o'er the* silent globe, 

Sad Melancholy wakes, awhile to tread 

With solemn step the mansions of the dead; ' 

Led by her hand, o'er this 3^et recent shrine 

I sorrowing bend ; and here essay to twine 

The trilxitar^ wreath of laureat bloom, 

With artless hands, to deck a poet's tomb ; ' 

The tomb where Goldsmith sleeps. Fond hopei, 

adieu! /^** ^''^ 

No more your airy dreams shal^ock my view: 
Here will I learn ambition to control, ^ 

And each aspiring passion of the soul : 
Ev'n now, methinks, his well-known voice I hear, 
When kite he meditated Hight from care, , 
When -as imagination fondly hied 

To 8cen» of sweet retirement, thus he cried ; 

o 
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*' Ye splendid fabrics, palaces and towers, 
** Where Dissipadon leads the giddy hours, 
*' Where Pomp, Disease, and Knavery reside, 
" And FoDt bends the knee to wealthy Pride; 

" And Worth, to W^nt a prey, unfriended dies ; 

" Where warbling eunuchs glitter in brocade, 

*< And hiq)]ess poets toil for scanty breads 

<^ Fafewel ! to other scenes I turn my ey«8, 

^< £mbos9m'd in the vale where Auburn lies, 

*< Deserted Auburn, tbose now ruia'd glades, 

<< Forlorn, yet ever dear and honour'd shades. 

*^ There though the faamkt boasts no smiling traiB^ 

<< Nor sportful pastime drcfing on tibe plain; 

" No needy villains prowl arornid for prey, 

'^ No slanderers, no sycc^hants betrays 

*^ No gaady ftrplings scornfully deride 

<< The swain, whos^ humble pipe is all bis, pride* 

*^ There will I fly totseek that w& r^Mise, 

*^ Which solitude conlemi^tive bestows: 

*< Yet oh fond hope! perchance there still remains 

* One lingering frieiid bdiind, to bless the plains; 

^ Some hermit of the dale, enshrin'd in eas^, 

^ Long4ost cbmpasuon of my youthful days} 
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** With whose sweet converse in Ws soda! bower, 

** I oft may chide away some vacant h<tar ; 

^< To whose pare sympathy I may impart 

^ Each latent grief that labonts at my heart, 

<< Whatever 1 felt, and what I saw, relate, 

^ The shoals of hixory, the wrecks of state ; 

^ Those busy scenes, where Science wakes in rain, 

^ In which I shar'd, ah, ne*er to share again ! 

^' But whence that pang? does nature now rebel ? 

" Why faokers out my tongue the word far etoelf 

^' Ye friflndsS who long have witneas'd to my toil» 

^< And seen me ploug^g in a thankless soil; 

^ Whose partial tenderness hush'd every pain, 

" Whose approbation made my bosom vain: 

*' 'Tis you, to whom my soul dh^ided hies 

^ With fond ri&gret, and half unwilling files ; 

" S%hs forth her parting wishes to the wind, 

^ And lingering leaves her better half behind. 

^ Can I forget the intercourse I shar'd, 

^< What friendship cherish'd, and what zeal endear *d? 

<< Alas! remembrance still must turn to you, 

^< And to my latest hour protract the long adieu* ^ 

^< Amid the woodlands, wheresoe'er I rove, 

" The plain, or secret covert of tlie grove,. 
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<< Imagination shall supply her store 

<' Of painful bliss, and what she can restore; 

<' Shall strew each lonely path with flowrets gay^ 

<< And wide as is her boundless empire stray* 

^' On eagle pinions traverse earth and skies, 

^< And bid the lost and distant objects rise. 

^' Here, where encircled o'er the sloping land ^ 

<< Woods rise on woods, shall Aristotle stand; 

*' Lyceum round the godlike man rejoice, j ; 

*' And bow with reverence to wisdom's voice* j i 

*' There spreading oaks shall arch the vaulted dome ; ^ i 

" The champion, there, of liberty, and Rome, 

^^ In Attic eloquence shall thunder laws, 

<^ And uncorrupted senates shout applause. 

<< Not more ecstatic visions rapt the soul 

" Of Numa, when to midnight grots lie stole, 

" And learnt his lore, from virtue's mouth refin'd^ 

<< To fetter vice, and harmonize mankind. 

<< Now stretch'd at ease, beside some ftkv'rite stream, 

*< Of beauty and enchantment will I dream; 

" Elysium, feats of art, and laurels won, 

« The Graces three, and Japhdt's* fabled son : 

* Prometheus. 
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*' Whilst Angelo shall wave the mystic rod, 

^' And see a new creation wait his nod, 

^* Prescribe his bounds to Time's remorseless powerj 

<< And to my arms my absent friends restore, 

" Place me amidst the group, each well-known facep 

^^ The sons of science, lords of human race ; 

'^ And as oblivion sinks at his command, 

^^ Nature shall rise more finish 'd from his hand« 

'< Thus some magician fraught with pbtent skill, 

f^ Transforms, and moulds each vary'd mass at will ; 

*^ Calls animated forms of wondrous birth, 

" Cadmean ofispring from the teeming earth, 

** Uncears the ponderous tombs, the realms of nigh^ 

" And calls their cold inhabitants to light ; 

" Or, as he traverses a dreary scene, 

** Bids every sweet of nature there convene. 

^^ Huge moimtains skirted round with wavy woods, 

^^ The shrub-deckt lawns, and silver-sprinkled floods, 

^^ Whilst flowrets spring around the smiling land, 

^' And fallow on the traces of his wand. 

" Such prospects, lovely Auburn ! then, be thine ; 
'' And what thou canst of bliss impart be mine ; 
^< Amid thy humble shades, in tranquil ease, 
^ Grant me ta pass the remnant of my days : 
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<< Unfetter*d from the toil of wretched gsdiiy 

<' My raptur'd muse shall pour her noblest strain^ 

*' Witjiin her native bowers the notes prolong, 

" And, grateful, meditate her latest song. 

^^ Thus, as adown the slope of life I bend, 

♦* And move, fesign'd, to meet my latter end, 

*• Each worldly wish, each worldly care represt, '^ 

<' A self-Approving heart alone possest, V 

" Content, to bounteous heaven I'll leave the rest, "J 

Thus spoke the Bard: but not one friendly power 
With nod assentive crown'd the paring hour; 
No eastern meteor glar'd beneath the sky, 
No dextral omen ; Nature heav'd a sigh, 
Prophetic of the dire impending blow. 
The presage of her loss, and Britain's woe. 
Already portion'd, unrelenting Fate 
Had made a patlse upon the numbered date; 
Behind, stood Death, too horrible for sight, 
In^darkness clad, expectant prun'd for iKght; 
Pleas'd at the word, the sliapeless monster sped^ 
On eager message to the humble shed* 
Where wrapt by soft poetic visions, round, 
Sweet slumbering. Fancy's darling son he found* 
At his approach the s)lken*pinion'd train, 
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A£frighted) mount aloft, and quit the brain. 

Which late they faan'd: now other scenes than dal«t 

Of woody pride, succeed, or flow'ry vales: 

As when a sudden tempest veils the sky, 

Before serene, and streamii^ lightnings fly; 

The prospect shifts, and pitchy volumes roU, 

Along the drear expanse, from pole to pole^ 

Terrific horrors all the void invest, 

Whilst the arch-spectre issues forth confest* 

The Bard beholds him beckon to the tomb 

Of yawning night, eternity's dread womb; 

In vain attempts to fly, the impassive air 

Retards his steps, and yields him to de^>air; 

He feels a gripe that thrills through every vei% 

And panting struggles in the fatal chain* 

Here paus'd the fell destroyer to survey 

The pride, the boast of man, his destin'd prey ; 

Prepared to strike,' he pois'd aloft the dart. 

And plung'd the steel in Virtue's bleeding heart; 

Abhorrent, back the springs of life rebound, 

And leave on Nature's &ce a grisly wound, 

A wound enroll'd among Britannia's woes, 

That ages yet to fellow, cannot close* 
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Oh, Goldsmith! how shall sorrow now essay 
To murmur out her slow incondite lay ? 
In what sad accents mourn the luckless hour, 
That yielded thee to unrelenting power ; 
Thee, the proud boast of all the tuneful train 
That swe^ the lyre, or swell the polish'd strain? 
Mucli-honour'd Bard ! if my untutor'd verse 
Could pay a tribute, worthy of thy hearse. 
With fearless hands I'd build the fane of praise, 
And boldly strew the never-fading bays. 
But, ah! with thee my guardian Genius fled, 
And piUow'd in thy tomb his silent head: 
Pain'd Memory alone behind remains, 
And pensive stalks the solitary plains* 
Rich in her sorrows, honours without art, 
She pays in tears, redundant from the heart. 
And say, what boots it o'er thy hallow'd dust 
To heap the graven pile, or laurel'd bust ; 
Since by thy hands already^ rais'd on high, 
We see a fabric tow'ring to the sky : 
Wliere hand in hand with Time, the sacred lore 
Shall travel on, till Nature is no more? 
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DEDICATION^ 



TO THE REV. HENRY GOLDSMITH. 



9XAB SIBy 

I AM sensible that the fricndah^ between lis can 
acquire no new force from the ceremonies of a dedi- 
cation; and perhaps it demands an excase thus to 
prefix your name to my atteaxptij which you decline 
f^TiAg with your own* But as a part of this poem 
was- formerly written to you from Switzerland, the 
whole can.now> with propriety, be only inscribed to 
yoQ« It will also throw a Hglit upon many parts of 
it, when the reader understands, that it is addressed 
to a man, who, despising fiune and fortune, has re- 
tired early to happiness andobscurity, with an income 
of forty pounds a year* 
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I now perceive^ my dear brother^ the wisdom of 

your humble choice* You have entered upon a sacred 

office, where the harvest is great, and the labourers 

are but few; while you have left the field of Ambition, 

wh«Fe the labourers are many,' and the harvest not 

worth carrying away. But of all kinds of ambition, 

* 
what from the refinement of the times, from different 

. systems of criticism, ^d from the divisions of party, 

tibat whidLpii^siieapo^bal&keisthewildcstk > 

Poetty laakca a principal amutemeiit among m^ 
pcdUied MtioDs; but m a country vergingto tlufe ex- 
Mmoft of refinement, Painting^ and Music eome in fey 
a ahara* Aa these ofifer the feeMe mind a less labo- 
rious enteoptainmeat, they at first rival Fpctry, imd at 
length supplant her; they engross an that l&voar once 
9hown tx) heri and^ though but younger Asters, seixe 
upon the elder's birthright* 

Vet, however this art may be aei^cted by the 
powerful, it is still in greater danger frbm the mis- 
taken efforts of the learned to improve h. What Oriti- 
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eisms hav^ w« iMit htatd ijif late in §emiat of MAAk 
verse^ and Pindaric odes, chofusses^ iuiapctto and 
iambicS) allitenttive care, and happjr Be^Ugeace! 
tirery absurdity hai now a cliafiDpion tx> deftMd tt|^ 
and as he is generally nmch in &e wtong, 90 ht hai 
always xnndi to say ; for error is ever talkative. 

But there is an enemy to tMs art still more dan*' 
geroii8.«..I mean Fwftf, Party entirely distorts the 
judgment, and destroys the taste. When the mind 
is once infected with thb disease, it can only find 
pleasure in what contributes to increase the distemper. 
Like the tiger, that seldom desists from pursuing man, 
after having once preyed upon human flesh, the reader, 
who has once gratified his appetite with calumny^ 
makes, ever after, the most agreeable feast upon 
murdered r^utation. Such readers generally admire 
some half-witted thing, who wants to be thought a 
bold man, having lost the character of a wise one. , 
Him they dignify with the name of poet: his tawdry 
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kmpooiM are called satires ; his turbulence is said t^ 
be force, and his phr^zy fire. 

What receptioii a poem may find, which has 
Beitlier ahuse, party, nor blank verse to support it, I 
Ciai£aot tell, nor am I solicitous to known. My aims 
are right* Without espouang 0ie cause of any party, 
I have attempted to moderate the rage of all. I have 
endeavoured to show, that there may be equal happi* 
ftess in states, that are differently governed from our 
own ; that every state has a particular principle ot hap- 
piness, and that this prindple in each may be carried 
to a mischievous excess* There are few can judge, 
better than .yourself, how far these positions are illus- 
trated in this Poem* 

I am, Dear Sir, . 

Your most affectionate Brother, 
Oliv£;r Goldsmith* 



THE TRAVELLER; 

ORy 

A PROSPECT OF SOCIETY.* 



Remote, unfriended, melancholy, slow, 
Or by the lazy Beheld, or wandering Po; 
Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor 
Against the houseless stranger shut& the door ; 
Or where Campania's plain forsaken lies, 
A weary waste expanding to the skies ; 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to sec, 
My heart, untrayell'd, fondly turns to thee: 
Still to my brother tums,^with ceasless pain, 
And drags at each remove a lengthening chain. 

• Several alterations were made in this Poem, and some 
new verses added to it, as it passed through different edi« 

tions We have followed thi last edition published in the 

lifetime of the author. 
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Eternal blessings crown my earliest friend. 
And round his dwelling guardian saints attend; 
Blest be that spot, where cheerful guests retire 
To pause from toil, and trim their evening fire ; 
Blest th^t abode, where want and pain repair, 
And every stranger finds a ready chair ; 
Blest be those feasts with simple plenty crown'd. 
Where all the ruddy family around 
Laugh at the jests or pranks that never fiBJl, 
Or sigh with pity at some moumfiil tale; 

Or press the bashful stranger to his food, 

» 

And learn the liucury of doing good# 

But me«».*not destin!d such deli^ts^to share, 
My prime of life in wandering spent and care ; 
ImpeU'd with steps uncelu»ng to pursue 
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the view ; 
That like the circle bounding earth and skies, 
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies.... 
My fortune leads to traverse realms alone, 
And find no spot of all the world my own. 
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Ev'n now, where Alpine solitudes ascend, 
I sit me down a pensive hour to spend ; 
And, plac'd on high above the storm's career. 
Look downward where an hmidred realms appear ; 
Lakes, forests, cities, plains extending wide. 
The pomp of kings, the shepherd's humbler pride. 

When thus Creation's charms around combine, 
Amidst the store should thankless pride repine? 
Say, should the plulosc^hic mind disdain 
That good which makes each humbler bosom vain? 
Let sdK)oI-'taught pride (fissemble all it can, 
These little things are great to little man ; 
And wiser he, whose sympathetic mind 
Exults in all the good of all mankind. 
Ye glittering towns, with wealth and splendour crt wn'd $ 
Ye fields, where summer spreads profusion round; 
iYe lakes, whose vessels catch the busy gale ; 
Ye bending swains, that dress the fiowery vale ; 
For me your tributary stores combine: 
Creation's heir, the world, the world is mine. . 
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As some lone miser visiting his store, 
Bends at his treasure, counts, recounts it o'er ; 
Hoards after hoards his rising raptures fill, 
Yet still he sighs, for hoards are wanting stiU: 
Thus to my breast alternate passions rise, 
Pleas'd with each good that Heaven to man supplies; 
Yet oft a sigh prevails, and sorrows fall. 
To see the hoard of human bliss so small; 
And oft I wish, amidst the scene, to find 
Some spot to real happiness consigned, 
Where my worn soul, each* wandering hope at r«t, 
May gather bliss to see my fellows blest. 

Biit where to find that happiest spot below, 
Who can direct, when all pretend to know? 
The shudd'ring tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that happiest spot his own; 
Extols the treasures of his stormy seas, 
And his long night9 of revelry and ease : 
The naked negro, panting at the line, 
Boasts of his golden sands and palmy wine, 
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Basks in the glare, or stems the tepid ware^ 
And thanks his gods for all the good they gave* 
Such is the patriot's boast, where'er we roam; '^ 
His first, best country, ever is...*at home. 
And.yet, perhaps, if countries we compare, 
And estimate the blessings which they share, 
Though patriots flatter, still shall wisdom find 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind: 
As different good, by art or nature given. 
To different nations makes their blessings even* 

Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 
StQl grants her l^ss at Labour's earnest call; 
With food as well the peasant is supply'd 
On Idra's cliffs as Amo's shelvy side; 
And though the rocky crested summits frown, 
These rocks, by custom, turn to beds of down* 
From art more various are the blessings sent;' 
Wealth, commerce, honour, libertf, content. 
Yet these each other's po^ver so strong contest. 
That either seems destructive of the rest* 
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Where wealth and freedom reign, contentment fails; 
And honour sinks where commerce long prevails. • 
Hence every state to one lov'd blessing prone^ 
Conforms and models life to that ak>ne« 
Each to the fav'rite happiness attends^ 
And spurns the plan that aims at other ends; 
Till carry'd to excess in each domain, 
Tills fav'rite good begets peculiar pain* 

But let us try these truths with closer eyesi 
And trace them through the prospect as it lies: 
Here for a while my proper cares resign'df 
Here let me sit in sorrow for mankind; 
Like yon neglected shrub, at random cast^ 
That shades the steep, and sighs at every blast* 
Far to the right, where App^mine ascends, 
Bright as the summer, Italy iextends; 
Its uplands sloping deck the mountain's side. 
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride; 
While oft some temple's mould'ring tops betweea 
With memoraUe grandeur mark the scene. 
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Could Nature's bounty satisfy. the breast^ 
The sons of Italy were surely blest* 
Whatever fruits m different climes are Ibund^ 
That proudly rise, or humbly court the g;rouiid; 
Whatever blooms in torrid tracts appear^ 
Whose bright succession decks the vary'd yeurf 
Whatever sweets salute the northern sky 
With vernal lives, that blossom but to die f 
These here disporting own the kindred soil| 
Kor ask luxuriance from the planter's toil; 
While sea-bom gales their gelid wings expand^ 
To winnow fragrance round the smiling land^. 

But small the bliss that sense alone bestows**** 
And sensual .bliss is all the nation knows* -^ 

in florid beauty groves and fields appear**** 
Man seems the only growth that dwindles here. 
Contrasted faults through all his manners reign; 
Though poor, luxurious; though submissive^ vain; 
Though grave, yet trifling; zealous, yet untrue; 
And ev'n in penance planning sins anew* 
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All evils here contaminate the mind^ 
That opulence departed leaves behind; 
For wealth was theirs, not far remov'd the date. 
When commerce proudly flourished through the state; 
At her command the palace learnt to rise, 
Again the long-fall'n column sought the skies ; 
The canvass glow'd, beyond e'fen .Nature warm; 
The pregnant quarry teem'd with human form: 
Till, more unsteady than the southern gale, 
Commerce on other shores displayed her sail; 
While nought remained of all that riches gave, 
But towns immann'd, and lords without a slave; 
And late the nation found, with fruitless skSHy 
Its farmer strength was but plethoric ilL 

Yet stiU the loss of wealth is here supply'd 
By arts, the splendid wrecks of former pride; 
From these the feeble heart and long-&ll'n mind 
An easy compensation seem to find* 
Here may be seen, in bloodless pomp array'd, 
The pasteboard triumph and the cavalcade : 
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Processions fbrm'd for piety and lore; 
A mistresS) or a saint, in eyery groTe. 
By sports }ike these are all their cares begQil'dM*« 
The sports of children satisfy the child: 
Each nobler aim, represt by long controuly 
Now sinks at last, or feebljr mans the soul; 
While Iffw delights succeeding' fest behind. 
In happier meanness occupy the mind : 
As in those domes, where Cnsars once bore sway^ 
Defac'd by time, and tott'ring In decay. 
There in the ruin, heedless of the dead. 
The shelter-seeking peasant builds his sfaed ; 
^ And, wond'ring man could wa^ the larger pile. 
Exults, and owns his cottage with a smile* 

My soul, turn from them ; turn we to survey 
Where rougher climes a nobler race display. 
Where the bleak Swiss their stormy mansion tread^ 
And force a churlish soil for scanty bread; 

« 

No product here the barren hills afford. 
But man and steel, the soldier and his awordt 

G 



18 THE TRATELLER. 

No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 
But winter lingering chills the lap of May ; 
Ko zeph3rr fondly sues the mountain's breast, 
But meteors glare, and stormy glooms invest. 

Yet stiU, e'en here, content can spread a charm^ 
Redress the clime, and all its rage disarm. 
Tho' poor the peasant's hut, his fe^ts tho' small, 
He sees his little lot the lot of all; 
Seei^ no contiguous palace rear its head. 
To shame the meanness of his humble shed; 
No costly lord the sumptuous banquet deal. 
To makfe him loath his vegetable meal; 
But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil. 
Each wish contracting, fits him to the, soil* 
Cheerful at mom, he wakes from short repose, 
^Breasts the keen air, and carols as he goes; 
With patient angle trolls the finny deep. 
Or drives his vent'rous ploughshare to the steep ; 
Or seeks the den where snow-tracks mark the way, 
And drags the struggling savage into day. 
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And night retdming, every labour sped) 
He dts him down the monarch of a shed : 
Smiley by his cheerful fire, and round surveys 
His children's looks, that brighten at the blaze ; 
While his lov'd partner, boastful of her hoards 
Displays her cleanly platter on the board: 
And haply too some pilgrim, thither led, 
With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 

Thus eveiy good his native wilds impart, 
Imprints the patriot passion on his heart; 
And e'en those hills, that round his mansion rise, 
Enhance the bliss his scanty fund supplies : ' 
Dear is that shed to which his soul conforms, 
And dear that lull which lifts him to the storms; 
And as a child, when scaring sounds molest. 
Clings close and closer to the mother's breast, < 
So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar, 
But bind him to his native mountains more. 

Such are the charms to barren states assign'd; 
Their wants but few, their wishes all confin'd: 
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Yet let them only share the praises due« 
If few tlieir wants, their pleasures are but few; 
For every want that stimulates the breast^ 
Becomes a source of pleasure when redrest. 
Whence from such lands each pleasing science fiiesy 
That first excites desire, and then jsi^lies; 
Unknown to them when s^sual pleasures cloy, 



To fill the languid pause with finer joy ; 
Unknown thos^ powers that raise the soul to Same, 
Catch every nerve, and vibrate through the fruBi^* 
Their level life is but a mouldering fire, 
Unquench'd by waiit, un&im'd by 3trong desire; 
Unfit for raptures, or, if raptures cheer 
On some high festival of once a yeaf , 
In wild excess the vulgar breast takes fire. 
Till, bury'd in debauch, the bliss expire. 

But not their joys alone thus coarsely £k>w; 
Their morals, Httke their pleasures, are but low; 
For, as refinem^it s^ops^ from sire to soa 
Unalter'd, unimprov'd^ the manners run ; 
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And love's and friendship's fin^y-pointed dart 

Fall Uunted from each indurated heart. 

Some sterner virtues o'er the mountain's breast 

May sit| li^ fUcons cowering on the nest; 

But all (he gentler morals, such as play 

Through life's fiu^re cultur 'd walks, and charm the way. 

These, £u* dispers'd, ou tim|)rous pinions fly. 

To sport and flutter in a kmder sky. 

To kinder skies, where gentler manners reign, 
I turn ; and France displays her bright domain..*. 

Gay spri^tly land of mirth and social ease, 

Pleas'd with thyself, whom all the world can please, 

How often have I led thy sportive choir. 

With tuneless pipe, beside the murmuring Loire ! 

Where shading elms along the margin grew, 

And freshen'd from the wave the zephyr flew : «. 

» 

And haply, though my harsh touch fifiult'ring stil], 
But mock'd all tune, and marr'd the dancer's skill; 
Yet 'vfould the village praise my wondrous power, 
Aljraance, forgetful of the noon^tide hour. 
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Alike all ages. Dames of ancient days 
Have led their children through the mirthful mase. 
And the gay grandsire, skilled in gestic lore, 
Has frisk'd beneath theburdeil of three-score. 

So blest a life these thoughtless realms display^ 
Thus idly busy rolls their world away : 
Theirs are those arts thai mind to mind endear. 
For honour forms the social temper here. 
Honour, that praise which real merit gains. 
Or e*en imaginary worth obtains, 
Here passes current ; paid from hand to hand^ 
It shifts, in splendid traffic, round the land ; 

^ From courts to camps, to cottages it strays, 
And all are taught an avarice of praise ; 

. They please, are pleas'd, they give to get esteem^ 
Till, seeming blest, they grow to what they seem* 

But while this softer art their bliss supplies, 
It^gives their follies also room to rise ; 
For praise too dearly lov'd, or warmly sought,^ 
Enfeebles all internal strength of thought; i 
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And the weak soul, within itself unblest, 
Leans hr all pleasure on another's breast. "" 
Hence Ostentation here, with tawdry art, 
Pants for the vulgar praise which fools impart; 
Here Vanity assumes her pert grimace, 
And trims her robes of frieze with copper lace; 
Here beggar Pride defrauds her daily cheer, 
To boast one splendid banquet once a year ; 
The mind still turns where shifting fashion draws, 
Kor weighs the solid worth. of self-applause. 

To men of other minds my fancy flies, 
Embosom'd in the deep where Holland liest 
Methinks her patient sons before me stand, 
Where the broad ocean leans against the land, 
And, sedulous to stop the coming tide, 
Lift the tall rampire's artificial pride. 
Onward methinks, and diligently slow, 
The firm, connected bulwark seems to grow ; 
Spreads its long arms amidst the watery roar, 
S^Ufpi^init an empire, and usurps .the shore : 
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While tjie pent ocean, rising o'er the pile, 
Sees an amphibious world beneath him smile; 
The slow canal, the yellow-blossom'd vale, 
The wiUow-tufted bank, the gliding sail, 
The crowded mart, the cultivated plain^ 
A new creation rescued from bis reigp. 

Thus, while around the wave-subjected soil 
Impels the native to repeated toil^ 
Industrious habits in each bosom reign^ 
And industry begets a love of gain. 
Hence all the good from opulence that springs^ 
/With all those ills superfluous treasure brmgs^ 
Are here display'd* Theeir much-lov'd wealth impartft 
Convenience, plenty, elegance^ and arts ) 
But view them closer, craft and fraud appear««». 

E'en liberty itself is bartered here. 

•f * 

At gold's superior charms all fre^Mi flies^ 

The needy sell it, and the rich man buys ; 

A land of tyrants, and a den of slaves, 

Here wretches seek dishonourable graves, ^S 
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And calmly bent, to setviiade conform) 
Dull as their lakes that slumber m the storms 

Heavens ! hoW unlike th^ir Belgit sires of old) 
Rough^ poor^ eonteiit, ungoverhflUf bold ; 
Wat in eacfi bresist, aha freedctoi on each bt^w*... 
How nmcli uhlike the sdnfii of BHtafai iicnr! 

Flr'd at the sfotuid, toy ge^lft sphidds h^ iriii|^, 
And flies where Britain etmris ihe if»€>8lerh s^hig; ' 
Where lawn^ ttHitiA thit scofti AMiOltth t>ridey 
And brighter streams thatf fkid'd WLy^spitn fiMB^ 
There all aMiBd Uie ffeWieA b^elSKeft m,Hfj 
There g^sft^ ihQsicnKnts CM etetjr ^p^^^ 
Creation's vliklest dterms ai« thei^ tbUi^ri*A»u. ^ 
Extremes ate ehly in the moitet'tf ttfhidf 
Stem o'er each bosoth HeU^n hoMl heY staUf^ "^ 
With daring ailns irregfflatly gt«at$ -^^ 
Pride in their ]X>iN^ di^flatfce ifi thel# eye, 
I see the lords 6lPlitillittfk Mitf |idia by ; 
Intent. o«f hig|b des!^, It thou^ttM bsind, 
BytKs unfaiA^oa'dy fresh from Mature's hand, '^ 

H 
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For just exfm^ce tells, in every scp), 
^ That thpi»e who think must gpvem tfao«e that toil ; 
. And all that Freedom's high^t ftims cau reacii>. 
Is but to lay proportioned l»ads on each* 
Hence, should one order di^piroirartion'd grpVf 
Its double weight must ruin aU below* 

:0 then how blind lo all th^t truih requires* 
Who think it freedom when a part aspires I 
Caliia is my soul, nor ^pt to rise in arms* 
Except when fast-approaching danger warms: 
But when contending chie& blocka d e the Itoone^ 
Contracting regs^ power to stretch their own s 
When I behold a factious band agree 
To call it freedom when themselves are free ; 
, £ach wanton judge new penal statutes draw, 
Laws grind the. poor, and rich men rule the law ; 
The wealth of climes^ where savage nq^tions roam, 
* PiUag'd frpm slaves to purchase slaves at home ; 
Fear, pity, justice^ ind^paation start. 
Tear off reserve^ and bare my swelling heart ; 
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Till lialf a patriot, halla coward groini» 
I fly from petty tyrtatile the throne. ^ 

Yesi brother, carte with me that balefiil hour^ ^ 
MHiea first Amhitioa struck at regal poiirer; 
And thus poUutiiig honour in its source, 
Gave weakly to sway the mind with douhle force* 
Have we not aeeoy round Britain's peo|ktod diore» 
Her useful sons exchang'd for useless ore I 
Seen all &er triumphs but destruction haste, 
Like flaring tapers bright'ning as they waste? 
Seen Opidence, her grandeur to maintain,^ - 

« 

Lead stem Depopulatiaa in her train, , 

And orer fields, where scatter'd hamlets rose^ 

In barren solitary pomp repose ? 

Have we not seen, at Pleasure's lordly calli 

The smiling kng-firequeBted village fall? 

Beheld the duteous son, the sire decayed, 

The modest matron, and the blushing nmid, 

Forc'd from their homes, a melancholy train. 

To traverse climes beyond the western maia; 
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Where wild Oswego spreads her swamps around^ 
And Niagara stims with thimd'ring sound f 

Ev'n now, perhaps, as there some pilgrim strays 
Through tangled forests, and through dangerous ways ; 
Where beasts with man divided empire claim, 
And the brown Indian marks with murd*rous aim ; 
There, while above the'giddv tempest flies, 
And all around distressful yeUs arise. 
The pensive exile, bending with his woe. 
To stop too fearful, and too faint to go. 
Casts a long look where England's glories shine^ 

ft 

And bids his bosom S3rmpathise with mine. 

Vain, very vain, my weary search to find %« 
That bliss which only centres in the mind: 
Why have I stray'd from pleasure and repose^ 
To seek a good each government bestows? 
In every government, though terrors reign, 
iThough tyrant kings, or t}nrant laws restrain. 
How small of all that human hearts endure, 
That part which laws or kings can cause or cure! 
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StiU to ourselves in every place consign'dy 
Our own felicity we make or find : "* 

With secret course, which no load storms aimoy^ 
Glides the smooth current of domestic joy. 
The lifted axe, the agonizing wheel, 
Luke's iron crown, and Damien's bed of steel, 
To men remote from power bat rarely known, ~~ 
Leave reason, faith, and conscience^ all our own. 
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THE DESERTED VILLAGE 



A POEM. 



FIRST PRINTKO IN 1^69, 



DEDICATION. 



TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 



SEAR SIR, 

I CAN have no expectattony, in an address of 
tills kind, either to add to yonr reputation, or to esta- 
bliah my own. You can gain nothing from my admi- 
ration, as I am ignorant of that art in which you art 
said to excel ; and I may lose much by the severity 
of your judgmoit, as few have a juster taste in poetry 
than you. Setting interest, therefore, aside, to which 
I nerer paid much attention, I must be indulged, at 
present, in following my aflfections. The onl^ dedi* 
cation I erer made was to my brother, because i 
loved him better than most other men. He is since 
dead. Permit me to inscribe this Poem to youw 
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How iar you may be pleased with the versifica- 
tion and mere medianical parts of this attempt, I do 
Dot pretend to inquire: but I know you will object 
(and indeed several of our best and wisest friends 
concur in the opinion) that Ihe depopulation it de« 
l^lores is nowhere to be seen, and the disorders it 

r— 

laments are only to be found in the poet's own imagi* 
nation. To this I can scarce make any other answer, 
Iban that J mcerefy believe what I have written } that 
J have taken aH po^oible pains, in my country exeoro 
inosis, for these jfour or five years past,, to be oertaSa 
4>f what I all^e ; and that all my views and inquijies 
have led me to believe thofie miseries real, which I 
here attempt to display* But this is not the place to 
enter into an inquiry, whether the country be depopii*> 
ilating, or not; the discnsston would take up much 
jroom> and I tdiould prove myself, at best, an indifier* 
ent poUticiaii, to tire the reader with a long pre*- 
lace, wlien I want his unfotigued attention to a long 
poenif 
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In regretting the depopulation of the country) I 
inveigh against the increase of our hixuries ; and here 
also I expect the shout of modem politicians against 
me* For twenty or thirty years past, it has been the 
&8hion to consider luicury as one of the greatest na« 
tional advantages; and all the wisdom of antiquity y 
in that particular, as emmeous. Still, however, I 
must remain a professsed ancient on that head, and 
continue to think those luxuries prejudicial to states 
by which so many vices are introduced, and so many 
kingdoms have been undone* Indeed so much has 
been poured out of late on the other side of the ques* 
tion, that, merely for the sake of novelty and variety, 
^me would sometimes wish to be in the right. 

I am. Dear Sir, 

Your sincere Friend, 

And ardent Admirer, 
Oliver GoLSSHiTBt 



• 



THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 



Sweet Aubvrn l loveHest village of the plain, 
Where health and plenty cheer'd the lab'rmg swaii^ 
Where smilhig spring its earliest visit paid, 
And parting summer's lingering blooms delayed: 
Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease, 
Seats of my youth, when every sport could please: 
How often have I loiter'd o*er thy green. 
Where humble happiness endear'd each scene I 
How often have I paus'd on every charm, 
The shdter'd cot, the cultivated fiirm, 
The never-failing brook, the busy miH, 
The decent church that topt the neighb'ring hiU, 
The^iawthom bush, with seats beneath the shade, 
For talking age and whisp'ring lovers made I 
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How often have I bless'd the commg day, 
When toil remilting, lent its turn to play, 
And all the village train, from labour fr^e, 
Led up their sports beneath the spreading tref ; 
While many a pastime circled in the shade, 
The young contending as the old survey'd ; 
And many a gambol frolicked o'er the grocrnd} 
And sleights of art and feats of strength went roondi 
And still as each repeated pleasure dr'd, 
Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspir'd; 
The dancing pair that simply sought renown, 
By holding out to tire each other down ; 
The swain mistmsttess of his smutted fiice^ 
While secret laughter titter'd round the place; 
The bashful virgin's side-long looks of love, 
The matron's glance that would those looks reproire. 
These were thy charms, sweetviUage I sports like thesey 
With sweet succession, taught e'en toil to please ; 
These round thy bowers their cheerfid intuence shed. 
These were thy charms...But all these charms are fled. 
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Sweet smiling village, loveliest of the lawn, 
Thy sports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn ; 
Amidst thy bowers the tyrant's hand is seen, 
And desolation saddens all thy green : 
One only master grasps the whole domain. 
And half a tillage stints thy smiling plain ; 
No more thy glassy brook reflects the day, 
But, chok'd with sedges, works its weedy way ; 
Along thy glades, a solitary guest. 
The hollow-sounding bittern guards its nest ; 
Amidst thy desert walks the lapwing flies. 
And tires their echoes with unvary'd cries* 
Sunk are thy bowers in shapeless ruin all, 
And the long grass o'ertops the mouldering wall. 
And trembling, shrinking from the spoiler's hand, 
Far^far away thy children leave the land. 

HI fares the land, to hastening ills a prey. 
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay : 
Princes and lords may flourish, or may fade ; 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made : 

K 
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But a bold peasantry, their country's pride, 
When once destroyed, can never be supply *d« 

A time there was, ere England's griefs began. 
When every rood of ground maintained its man ; 
For him light Labour spread her wholesome store. 
Just gave what life required, but gave no more : 
His best companions, innocence and health;^ 
And his best riches, ignorance of wealth* 

But times are alter'd : Trade's unfeeling train 
Usurp the land, and dii^ssess the swain ; 
Along the lawn, where scatter'd hamlets rose, 
Unwieldy wealth and cumbrous pomp repose; 
And every want to luxury allied, 
And every pang that folly pays to pride. 
Those gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom^ 
Those calm desires that ask'd but little room, 
Those healthful sports that grac'd the peaceful scene, 
Liv'd in each look, imd bri^hten'd all the green ; 
These, far departing, seek a kinder shore, 
And rural mirth and manners are no more« 
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Sweet Auburn ! parent of the blissfiil hour^ 
Tliy glades forlorn confess the tyrant's power, 
iiere, as I take my solitary rounds, 
Amidst thy tangling walks and ruin'd grounds. 
And, many a year elaps'd, retom to view 
Where once the cottage stood, the hawthorn greW| 
Remembrance wakes with aU her busy train, 
SweUs at my breast, and turns the past to pain. 

In all my wanderings round this world of care| 
In all my griefs«...and God has giv'n my share..** 
I still had hopes, my latest hours to crown. 
Amidst these humble bowers to lay me down ; 
To husband out life's taper at the close. 
And keep the flame from wasUng by repose : 
I Still had hopes....fer pride attends us stfU.*.. 
Amidst the swains to show my book-leam'd akiU, 
Around my fire ^ evening group i» draw, 
And tell of all I felt, and all I sa^i 
And, as an hare whom hounds and horns pursue, 
Pants to- the place from whence at first he flew, 
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I still had hopes, my long vexations past, 
Here to retum«..»an(l die at home at last. 

O blest retirement, friend to life's decline, . 
Retreats fi^om care, that never must be mine, 
How blest is he who crowns in shades like these, 
A youth of labour with an age of ease ; 
Who quits a world where strong temptations try, 
And, since 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly ! 
For him no wretches, bom to work and weep, 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dang'rous deep ; 
Ko surly porter stands in guilty state. 
To spurn imploring £unine from the gate ; 
But on he moves to meet his latter end. 
Angels around befriending virtue's friend; 
Sinks to the grave with unperceiv'd decay, 
Wliile resignation gently slopes the way ; 
And, all his prospects bright'ning to the last, 
His heaven commences ere the world be past. ^ 

Sweet was the soimd, when oft at ev'ning's cIo9e, 
Up yonder hill the village Qiurmur rose ; 
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There, as I pass'd with careless steps and slow. 
The mingling notes came soften'd from below; 
The swain responsive as the milk-maid sung, 
The sobef herd that low'd to meet their young ; 
The noisy geese, that gabbled o'er the pool, 
The playful children just let loose from school ; 
The watch«dog's voice that bay 'd the whisp'ring wind, 
And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind; 
These all in sweet confusion sought the shade, 
And fill'd each pause the nightingale had made. 
But now the sounds of population &il. 
No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale, 
No busy steps the grass-grown foot- way tread. 
But all the blooming flush of life is fled:.... 
All but yon widow'd, solitary thing, 
That feebly bends beside the plashy spring; 
She, wretched matron, forc'd, in age, for bread, 

* 

To strip the brook with mantling cresses spread. 
To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn. 
To seek her nightly shed, and weep till mom.; 
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She only left of all the harmless trainy 
The sad historian of the pensive plain* 

Near yonder copse, where once the garden smil'd^ 
And still where many a garden Aower grows wild ; 
There, where a few torn shrubs, the place disclose. 
The village preacher's modest mansion rose. 
A man he was to all the country dear, 
And psissing rich with forty pounds a year; 
Remote from toi^ns he ran his godly race, 
Nor e'er had chang'd, nor wish'd to changeite place i 
Unskilful he to fawn, or seek for power, 
By doctrines £ashion'd to the varying hour; 
Far other aims his heart had leai^'d to prize. 
More bent to raise the wretched than to rise. 
His house was known to all the vagrant train..*. 
He chid their waad'rings, but relieved their pain. 
The long-remember'd beggar was his guest. 
Whose beard descending swept his aged breast; 
The ruin'd spendthrift now no longer proud^ 
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow'd ; 
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The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay. 
Sat by his fire, and talk'd the night away^ 
Wept o'er his wounds, or, tales of sorrow done, 
Shoulder 'd his crutch, and show'd How fields were won* 
Pleas'd with his guests, the good man leam'd to glow, 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe ; 
Careless their merits, or their faults, to scan. 
His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve the wretched was Ids pride, 
Aild ev'n his lEulingslean'd to Virtue's side ; 
But in his duty prompt at every call. 
He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt, for all* < 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries. 
To tempt its new-fledg*d ofl&pring to the skies ^ 
He try'd each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and^ed.the way* 

Beside the bed where parting life was laid, 
And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns dismay'd, 
The rev'rend champion stood* At his controul, 
Despair and anguish fled the struggling soitl ; 
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Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raise. 
And his last fault'ring accents wluq>er'd praise* 
At church, with meek and miaffectod grace, 
His looks adom'd the venerable place ; 
Truth from his lips prevail'd with double sway, 
And fools, who came to scoff, remained to pray. 
The service past, around the pious man, 
With steady zeal, each honest rustic ran : 
E'en children. foDow'd with endearing wile, 
And pluck'd his gown, to share the good man's smile. 
His ready smile a parent's warmth expressed, 
Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares distressed; 
To them his heart, his love, his gi*iefs were given. 
But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven. 
As some tall cliff that li^ its awfid form,. 
Swells from tht vale,*and midway leaves the storm, 
Though round its breast the rolling clouds are spread, 
Eternal sundiine settles on its head. 

Beside yon straggling fence that skirts the way, 
With blossom'd furze unprofitably gay, 
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There^ in his noisy mansion, skiB'd to role, 
The village master taught his little school: 
A man severe he was, and stem to view, 
I knew him well, and every truant knew ; 
Wdl had the bo<Hag tremblers leam*d to trace 
The day's disasters m his morning hce ; 
FnS weZI t)iey bsgh'd widi coonterfeitod |^oe 
At an his joikes, for manjra joke bad he; 
Fi^ weB the busy wMspef dvc&ig fouul, 
Convey'd iSbe dismal tidhigi^ when he fixfwu*dj^ 
Yet he was kind, or, if severe in aught, 
The love he bore to learning was in ifeidtt 
The viHage alt deeisr 'd how much he knew ;' 
Twas certain be cooM write and cypher too; 
Lands he coidd measure, terms and tides presage. 
And e'eoithe story ronliut he could giiage: 
In arguing too, tiie pfurson own'd hia skilly 
For e'en though vanquish*dy he could argae stQlf 
While words of learned lengAi, and thimdhrittg sotmd, 
Amazed tihe gazing rustics ranged around. 



L 
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And still they gaz'd, and stiU the ^wonder grew. 
That one small head shbuM carry all he knew; 
But past is all his feme. The very spot 
Where many a time he triumph'd, is fargot. 

Near yonder thorn, that lifb its head on high, 
Where once the sign-post caught the passing eye. 
Low lieis that house where nut-brown draughts inspir 'd. 
Where grey4)eard mirth and smiling toil retired, 
Where village statesmuen talk'd with looks profound, 
And news much older than their ale went round* 
Imagination fondly stoops to trace 
The parlour splendours of.that fesdve place: 
The white*wash'd wall, thei nicely sanded flocfr,. 
The varnish'd clock that click'd bdimd the door ; 
The chest contriv'd a double debt to pay, > 
A bed by night,' a chest of drawers by day ; 
The pictures plac'd for ornament and use. 
The Twelve good Rides, the royal Game of Groose; 
The hearth, except when winter chill'd the day, 
Vtth aspin boughs, and flowers and fennel ^y ; 
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Wbile brokqn tea-cups, wisely kept for showy 
Rang'd o'er tJie chimney^ glisten'd in a row* 

Vain transitory splendours ! could not all 
Reprieve the tott'ring mansion from ita faRl 
Obscure it sinks, nor shall it more impart 
An hour's importance to the poor man's heart)* 
Thither no more the peasant shall repair. 
To sweet oblivion of his daily care ; 
No more the farmer's news> the barber's tale. 
No more the woodman's ballad shall prevail; 
Ko more the smith his dusky brow shall clear, 
Relax his pond'rous strength, and lean to hear *, 
The host himself no longer shall be found 
Careful to see the mantling bliss go round ; 
Nor the coy maid, half willing to be prest. 
Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest. 

Yes ! let the rich deride, the proud disdaim 
These simple blesungs of the lowly train ; 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart. 
One native cha^my than all the gloss of art s 



5^ THE SESERTEiD-VILLAGE." 

Spontaneoas jofs, where Nature has its pla^, 

The soul adopts, and owns their first4xim swaji 

Lightly they frolic o'er tiie vacant mind^ 

linenvy'd) immolested, uncoiiftn'd. 

But tiie long pomp, the midiiight masqnerftde. 

With aH the freaks of wanton wealth array'd. 

In these, ere trifiers half their wish ohtahi, 

The toiling pleasure sickens into pain : 

And e'en while Fashion's brightest arts decoy, 

The heart distrusting asks, if this be joy ? 

Ye fiends to truth, ye statesmen who survey 
The rich man's joys increase, the poor's decay, 
'Tis your's to judge, how wide the limits stand 
Between a -splendid and a happy land* 
Proud swells the tide with loads of freighted (Hre, 
And shouting Folly haik them from her shore; 
Hoards e'en beyond the miser's wi^ abound. 
And rich men flock from all the world around* 
Vet count our gams* This weidth is bat a name 
That leaves our useful products still the same* 
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^ot SO the loss. The man of wealth and pride 
Takes u|» a space that many poor supplyVi; 
Space for his lake, his park's eztendfto bouods^ 
Space foir his horses^ equipage, and hounds ; 
The robe that wraps his limbs in silken doth^ 
Has robb'dtheneiglibouringfields of half their growth; 
His seat) where solitary sports are se^, 
Indignant spurns the cottage irom the green ; 
Around the world each needful product ffies, 
For all the kuEuries the world supplies. 
While thus the land adom'd for pleasure, aU 
In barren splendour MtAy waits the ML 

As some £ur female unadom'd and plain, 
Secure to please while youth confirms her reign^ 
Slights every borrow'd charm that dress supplies, 
Nor shares with art the triumph of her eyes ; 
But when those chamts are past, for charms are frail, 
When time advances, and when lovers fail, 
She then shines forth, solicitous to Uess, 
In all the glaring impotence of dress : 
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Thus toes the laad, by luxury betray 'dy 
In nature's simplest charnu; at first array'd^ 
But verging to decline, its splendours rise^ 
Its vistas strike, its palaces surprise ; 
While, scou^'d by famine from the smiling land, 
The mournful peasant leads his humble band ; 
And while he sinks, without one arm to save, 
The country blooms««..a garden and a grave. 

Wheire then, ah, where shall poverty reside 
To 'scape the pressure of contiguous pride? 
If to some common's fenceless limits stray'd, 
He drives his flock to pick the scanty blade. 
Those fenceless fields the sons of wealth divide, 
And e'en the bare-worn common is deny'd. 

If to the city sped..*.what waits him there? 
To sec profusion that he must not share ; 
To see ten thousand baneful arts combin'd. 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; 
To see ^ach joy the sons of pleasure know^ 
Extorted from his feUow-creatures' woe. 
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Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade. 
There the pale artist plies the sickly trade ; 
Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomps tfisplay^ 
There the black gibbet glooms beside the way* 
The dome where Pleasure holds her midnight reign, 
Here, richly deck'd, admits the gorgeous train; ' 
Tumultuous grandeur crowds the blazing square, 
The rattling chariots clash, the torches glare. 
Sure scenes like these no troubles e'er annoy ! 
Sure these denote one universal joy ! 
Are these thy serious thoughts ?•«•• Ah, turn thine eyts 
Where the: poor houseless shiv'ring female lies. 
She once^ perhaps, in village plenty blest. 
Has wept at tales of innocence distrest; 
Her- modest looks the cottage might adorn, 

s 

Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the thorn $ 
Kow lost to an ; her friends, her virtue fled. 
Near her betrayer's door, sh6 lays her head, 
And pinch'd with cold, and shrinking from the show'r 
With heavy heart deplores that luckless hour, 

f 
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When idlf firsts ambitious of the town^ 

She left her wheel and robes of country brown. 

Do thme, sweet AvBUEH^tiiine^the loyeliiest tnUn, 
Do thy £ur tribes participate her pain ? 
£'n now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led» 
At proud men's dehors they ask a little breadl 

Ahy no I To distant elimes, a dreary scene. 
Where half the canvnt world intrudes between, 
Thixnigh torrid tracts with faintkig steps they ga, 
Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe. 
Far diiKsrent there from all that charm'd bc£ore> 
The .various terrors of that horrid shore; 
Those blazing sims that dart a d ownwa r d ray» 
And fiercely shed intolerable day; 
Those matted woods where birds forget to sing^ 
But ulent bats in drowsy dnsters dn^; 
Those poisonous fields with rank luxuriance cro^ira'dy 
Where the dark scorj^n gathers death arooikd; 
Where at each step the stranger fears to wake 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful snake ; 
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Where crouching tigers wait their hapless pref. 
And savage men more murd'rous still than they ; 
While oft in whirls the niad tornado flieS) 
Mingling the ravag'd landscape with the skies* 
Far diffsrent these frfxm every former scenC) 
The cooling brook, the grassy«vested green. 
The breezy oovert of the warbling grove, 
That only shdtec'd thefts of harmless love. 

GoodHeavenlwluit sorrows gloom'dthatpartingday, 
That call'd them from their native walks away ; 
When the poor exiles, every pleasure past, 
Hung round their bowers, and fondly look'd their last, 
And took a long £urewel, and wish'd in vain 
For seats like these beycmd the western main ; 
And, shttdd'ring still to jbce the distant deep, 
Retum'd and wept, and still retum'd to weep. 
The good old sire the first prepared to go 
To new-found worlds, and wept for other's woe ; 
But for himself, in conscious virtue brave, 
He only wish'd for worlds beyond the grave* 
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His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 
The fond companion of his helpless years, 
Silent went next, neglectfid of her charms, 
And left a lover's for her father's arms. 
With louder plaints the mother spoke her woes, 
And blest the cot where every pleasure rose ; 
And kiss'd her thoughtless babes with many a ^ear, 
And clasp'd them ck>se, in sorrow doubly dear ; 
Whilst her fond husband strove to lend relief 
In all the silent manliness ci griefl 

O, Luxury! thou curs'd by heaven's decree^ 
How ill exchanged are things like these for thee ! 
How do thy potions with insidious joy 
Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy ! 
Kingdoms by thee, to sickly greatness grown, 
Boast of a florid vigour not their own. 
At every draught more large and large they grow, 
A bloated mass of rank unwieldy woe ; 
Till sapp'd their strength, and every part unsound, 
Down, down they sink, and spread a nun round. 



TH£ D£S£RTED VILLAGE* 59 

E'en now the devastation is begun, 
And half the business of destruction done ; 
E'en now, methinks^ as pond'ring here I stand, 
I see the rural virtues leave the land. 
Down where ycm anchoring vessel spreads, the sail, 
That idly waiting flaps with every gale, 
Downward they move, a melancholy band, 
Pass from the shore, and darken aU the strand. 
Contented toil, and hospitable care. 
And kind connubial tenderness, are there ; 
And piety with wishes plac'd above, 
And steady loyalty, and &ithful love. 
And thou, sweet Poetry, thou loveliest maid. 
Still first to fly where sensual joys invade ; 
Unfit, in these degenerate times of shame. 
To catch the heart, or strive for honest £ame ; 
Bear charming nymph, neglected and decry'd. 
My shame m crowds, my solitary pride; 
Thou source of all my bliss and all my woe. 
That found'st me poor at first, and keep'st me so ; 



/ 



60 THE DESERTED TILLAGE. 

Thou guide, by which the noUer arts excel. 
Thou nurse of every virtue, fare thee well ! 
Farewel, and oh ! where'er thy voice be try'd, 
On Tomo's clifis, or Pambamarca's dde; 
Whether where equinoctial fervours glow^ 
Or Winter wraps the pohir world in snow ; 
Still let thy voice prevailing over time, 
Redress the rigours of th' inclement clime ; 
Aid slighted Truth with thy persuaSve strain ; 
Teach erring man to spurn the rage of gain ; 
Teach him, that states of native strength possest 
Though very poor, may still be very Uest; 
That Trade's proud empire hastes to swift decay. 
As ocean sweeps the labour'd mole away; 
While self-dependant power can tame d^, 
As rocks resist the billows and the sky* 



THE HAUNCH OF VENISON. 



A fOETICAL EPlSnS. 



TO LORD CLARE. 



FIRST PRINTED IN 1765. 



THE HAUNCH OF VENISON. 



X HANKS, .my Lord, for your ven'son, for finer or 

&tter 
Never rang'd in a forest, or smok'd in a platter ; 
The haunch was a picture for painters to study, 
The fot was so white, and the lean was so ruddy ; 
Though my stomach was sharp, I could scarce help 

regretting 
To spoil such a delicate picture by eating : 
I had thoughts, in my chambers to place it in view, 
To be shown to my friends as a piece of virtu ; 
As in some Irish houses, where things are so so, 
One gammon of bacon hangs up for a show : 
But, for eating a rasher of what they take pride in. 
They'd as soon think of eating the pan it is fry'd in. 
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But hold««.Jet me pause««««don't Ihear you pronounce, ' 
This tale of the bacon's a damnable bounce ? ^ 
WeU, suppose it a bounce....sure a poet may try, 
By a bounce now and then, to get courage to fly. 

But, my Lord, it's no boimce : I protest in my turn. 
It's a truth*..*and your Lordship may ask Mr, Bum*. 
To go on with my tale.«..as I gaz'd on the haimch, 
I thought of a friend that was trusty and staunch ; 
So I cut it, and sent it to Reynolds undrest. 
To paint it, or eat it, just as he lik'd best. 
Of the neck and the breast I had next to dispose ; 
'Twas a neck and a breast that might rival Monroe's ; 
But in parting with these I was puzzled again. 
With the how, and the who, and the where, and the 

when. 
There's H....d, and C....y, and H....rth, and H....ff, 
I think they love ven'son....! know they love beef. 
There's my countryman Higgins....Oh ! let him alone, 
For making a blunder or picking a bone. 

• Lord Clare's nephew. 



But hw«iv-^t9 K»etp yft9 a^49ffi c^ ,c^ 
Your y^ry .©qd .TOU^'fl a ^pxy fppi ^yeat; 
Such da^tie^ ^ them fh^r ^9^ it n\ight ^^rt, 
It's like .af^Oio^ tjhejjf Hl^*; YJ^^ .'?W^ » ^.^ 

4ff iW^W-tiW^ #ne:flB*e?» ,«dl9jf yas he, 

.And he |p^^d as^,e lo^|d.at«the yen'sqn and me* 

** >yhat %yc,iij^|59t^^i^A...\yhx^ coating I 

Your ownI^iHg|B^gc...,qr,\8;^t in ,^a,^t^ng?" 

" Wlhyj yjihog^ »^<^vld it be?" cry^d 1 with a,flqunc^ j 

^ l,f;iejt th^ :Qv4gs Qften.;"«..«l)ttt ,tfhs^t wp a b0^nc^ : 

« Some lordfl,;^ f^oguamtaqqe^.thfLt^tle^the natb^ 

-$JJ?:Piefts'd,^,he^dv.Ttet;^^e,p^t^tat^^^^^ 

** Jf that be.the jcjise ftqp," qry'd he very jjty, 
'^ Pm ^Ifid ft havetal^en this l^ou^.in.piiy way. 
Xo-i|[iorrqiy you,take a^poqr dinner witjh me; 
No :rord8«*«J insist on;t....precis^ly s^t/hree: 
We'll h£^ve Johnson and Burke; all the wits will be there; 
My acquamtance is slight, or I'd ask my lord Clare. 

K 
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And noW) that I think on% as I am a sinner ! 
We wanted this ven'son to make out a dinner. 
What say you ?«.«»a pasty, it shall} and it must ; . 
And my wife, little ELitty, is fiEunous for crust. 
Jlere, porter....this yen'son with me to Mile-End; 
No stirring...! b^...my dear firiend«*.my dear friend!" 
Thus snatching his hat, he brush'd off like the win^* 
And the porter and eatables foUow'd behind* 

Left alone to reflect, having empty'd my sheli^ 
And ^^ nobody with me at sea but myself;"* . 
Tho' I could not help thinking my gentleman hasty. 
Yet Johnson, and Burke, and a good ven'son pasty, 
Were things that I never dislik'd in my life. 
Though dogg'd with a coiccomb, and Kitty his wife* 
So nest day, in due splendour to make my approach^ 
I drove to his door in my own hackney-coach* 

When come to the place where we all were to dine 
(A chaiivlumber'dclosset, just twelve feet by nine)^ 

* See thd letters thkt passed between his royal highness 
Henry duke of Cumberland and lady Grosvenor, l2mo,1769. 



r 
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My fhcmd bade me welcome, but struck me quite dumb. 
With tidings that Johnson and Bnrke would not come $ 
<< For I knew it," he cry'd; << both eternally fall, 
The one with his speeches, and t'other with Thrale ; 
But no matter, I'll warrant we'll make up the partyi 
With two fiill as clever, and ten times as hearty. 
The one is a Scotsman, the other a Jew, 
They're both of them merry, and authors like you ; 
The one writes the &iarler, the other ^e Scourge; 
Some think he writes Cinna«%.«he owns to Paaurge." * 
While thus he describ'd them by trade and by name. 
They enter'd, and dinner was serv'd as they came* 

At the top a fry'd Uver and bacon were seen, 
At the bottom was tripe, in a swinging tureen ; 
At the sides there was spiaage and pudding made hot ; 
In the middle a i^ce where the pasty*. •• was not. 
Now, my lord, as for tripe, it's my utter aversion, 
And your bacon I hate like a Turk or a Persian ; 
So there I sat stuck, like a horse in a pound. 
While the bacon and liver went merrily round ; . 



1 



6^ .tHE fixtrNdfi 6r ikufishifi 

Biit what vk:it in^ raodi ^as itiat 'Ai:i..M Sbottitt 

With his long.wini(e<i speJbdXihi hik kMti inO, iui 

bi^gue; 
And, « Madani," c[uoth lie j « may thisbH fag iiiy fJoSldnj 
A ptettier dinner I never set eyes dtij 
Pray a slice of your Itver, though liiay 1 be curit^ 
But I've eat of your tripe till I'hi ready to liuHt;'* 
" The tripe,"quoth the Jew,i^ih his chocolate cheek, 
<< I could dine on tl^s tripe seven days lii d weeki 
I like these here dmners so pretty ancl smdll ; 
But your friend tkere, the doctor, eats hotking dt iH." 
« Oh ho !" quoth my friend, " ke'U coiiie '<Jii hi ilricc, 
He's keeping a corner for something that's htbei 
There's a pasty"..,." A pasty!'* repeated the Jew; 
<< I do'n't care, if I keep a corner for't too." 
*< What the ie% mon, a pasty !" re-echo'd the Scbt ; 
<< Though splitting, t'll still keep a corner foi* thdt.''* 
« We'll all keep a comer," the lady cry'd out J 
*< Well all keep a corner," was edioM abottt. 
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While thus we resQlT'd, and the pasty delay'd. 
With looks that quite petrify'd, enter'd the maid; 
A vissage so sad, and so pale with affright, 
Wak'd Priam in drawing his curtains by night. 
But we quickly found out, (for who could mistake hier ?) 
That she came with some terrible news from the baker: 
And so it ieU out, that the negligent sloven 
Had shut out the pasty on shutting his oven. 
Sad Philomel thu8««»«but let similies drop.*.* 
And now that I think on't, the story may stop. 
To be plain, my good lord, it's but labour misplac'd^ 
To send such good verses to one of your taste: 
You've got an odd 8omething...*a kind of discerning 
A relish....a taste....sicken'd over by learning ; 
At least, it's your temper, as very well known. 
That you think very slightly of all that's your own: 
So, perhaps, in your habits of thinking amiss, 
You may make a mistake, and think slightly of this* 



.... 



RETALIATION: 



A POEM. 



FIRST PRINTED I» 1774j 



After the Death qf the Author. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



. *.. I - T 



Dr« Goldsmith, and some of his £riends, occa- 
uonaliy dihed at the St. James's coffee-hoiise«*...One 
day it was proposed p^ vxite ^it^^^pn him. His 
countiy, dialect, and person, famished subjects of 
witticism. He was caUed on for Retaliatiok, 
and, at their next meeting, produced the following 
Poem. 



>v 



RETALIATION. 



Of old, when Scarron his companions invited, 
Each guest brought his dish, and the feast was united. 
If our landlord* supplies us with beef, and with fish, 
Let each guest bring himself, and he brings the best 

dish: 
Our deanf shall be ven'son just fresh from the plains ; 
Our Burke| shall be tongue, with the garnish of brains; 
Our Will II shall be wild fowl, of excellent flavour; 
And Dick**:«ithhis pepper shall heightenthe satour: 

* Tfhc master of the St. James'scbflRec-housc, where 
the Doctor, and the friends lie has characterized in this 
Poem occasionally dined. 

t Doctor Bemardi dean of Derry in Ireland. 

I Right Hon. Edmund Burke. ' 

H Mr. William Bttrke, late secretary to general Con- 

wiy and member for Bedwin. 

•• Mr. Richard Burke, collector of Grenada. 

O 
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Our Cumberland's* sweetbread its place shall obtain ^ 
And Douglasf is pudding, substantial and plain: 
Our Garrick's| a salad; for in him we see 
Oil, vinegar, sugar, and saltness agree : 
To make out the dinner, fiill certain I am, 
That Ridge II is anchovy, and Reynolds** is lamb; 
That Hickey'sft a capon, and by the same rule, 
Magnanimous Goldsmith a goosberry fool. 

* Mr. Richard Cumberland, author of the West-Indian, 
Fashionable Lover, the Brothers, and other dramatic 
pieces. 

t Dr. John Douglas, now bishop of Salisbury, a native 
of Scotland, who has no less distinguished himself as a 
citizen of the world, than a sound critic, in detecting seve- 
ral literary mistakes (or rather forgeries)' of hiar country- 
men; particular!/ Lauder on Milton, ^nd Bower's History 
of the Popes. 

^ David Garrick, Esq. 

* 

II Counsellor John Ridge, a gentleman belonging to the 
Irish bar. 

» 

** Sir Joshua Reynolds. • 

tt An eminent attorney 
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At a dinner so various^ at such a repast^ 
Who'd not be a glutton^ and stick to the last? 
Here, waiter, more wine, let me sit while I'm able, 
Till all my companions sink under the table; 
Then, with chaos and blunders encircling my head, 
Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead. 

Here Mes the good dean,* re-united to earth, 
Who mixt reason with pleasure, and wisdom with 

mirth: 
If he had any &ults, he has left us in doubt.... 
At least, in six weeks I could not find 'em out; 
Yet some haVe declar'd, and it can't be deny 'd 'em. 
That sly4xx)ts was cursedly cunning to hide 'em. 

Here lies our good £dmund,t whose genius was 

/ 

such, 
We scarcely can praise it, or blame it, too much; 
Who, born for the universe, narrow 'd his mind, 
And to party gave up what was meant for mankind. 

♦ Vide pi^c rS. t Ibi^ 
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Though fraught with all learning, yet straining lus 

throat, 
To persuade Tommy Townshtind* to lend him a vote ; 
Who, too deep for his hearers) still went on refining, 
And thought of convincing, while they tiiought of 

dining; 
Thott^ equal to all things, for aD things unfit, 
Too nice for a statesman, too proud for a wit; 
For a patriot too cool ; for a drudge, disobedient ; 
And too fond of the right to pursue the exfiedicnX. 
In short 'twas his fate, unemployed, or in place, sir, 
To eat mutton cold, and cat blocks with a razor. 

Here lies honest William,t whose heart was a mint, 
While the owner ne'er knewhalf the good that was in't; 
The pupal of impulse, it forc'd him along. 
His conduct still right, with his argument wrong; 
Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to toam. 
The coachman was tipsy, the chariot drove hom6 ; 

• Mr. T. Townshendy member for Whitcharcb. 
t Vide page 73. 
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W011I4 70U aak for his merits ? alw t he had nonej 

/ 

What was good waA spontaneous, his &ult6 were his own. 

Here lies honest Richard, whose £ate I must sigh at ; 
Alas, that such frolic should now be so quiet! 
What spirits were his! what wit and wliat whim ! 
Now breaking a jest^ and now breaking a limb !* ~ - 
Now wran^ing and grumUing to ke^^ up the ball! 
Now teasing and vexing, yet laug^iing at all ! 
In short, so provcdung a devil was Dick, 
That we wish'd him fiill ten times a day at old nick; 
But, missing his mirth and agreeaUe vein. 
As often we wish'd to have Dick back again. 

Here Cuodberlandt lies, having acted his parts, 
The Terence of England, the mender of hearts; 

* Mr. Rtcfasrd Burkes vide page TS. This gendeman ' 
having slightly fractured one of his arms and legs, at dif- 
ferent times, the Doctor has rallied him on those acci- 
dents, as a kind of retributire justice for breaking his 
jests upon other people. 

t Vide page 74i. 
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A flattering painter^ who made it his care 

To draw men as they ought to be, not as they are. 

His gallants are all foultless, his women divine, 

4 

And Comedy wonders at being so fine: 
Lake a tragedy queen he has dizen'd her out. 
Or rather like Tragedy giving a rout. 
His fools have their follies so lost in a crowd 
Of virtues and feelings, that Folly grows procid; 
And coxcoi^Qbs alike in their faitihgs alone, 
Adopting his portraits, are pleas'd with their own 
Say, where has our poet this malady caught? 
Or, wherefore his characters thus without £EiQlt? 
Say, was it, that vainly directing his view, 
To find out men's virtues, and finding them few, 
Quite sick of pursuing each troublesome elf. 
He grew lazy at last, and drew from himself? 

Here Douglas* retires from his toils to relax. 
The scourge of impostors, the terror of quacks : 

• Vide page 74. 
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Come, all ye quack bards^ and ye quacking divines, 
Come, and dance on the spot where your t3rrant reclines: 
When satire and censure encircled his throne, 
I fear'd for your safety, I fear'd for my own; 
But now he is gone, and we want a detector, 
Our Dodds* shall be pious, our Kenricksf shall lecture; 
Macphersonf write bombast, and call it a style. 
Our Townshendll make speeches, and I shall compile; 
New Landers and Bowers** the Tweed shall cross 

over, 
No countrymen living their tricks to discover; 
Detection her taper shall quench to a spark, 
And Scotsman meet Scotsman, and cheat in the dark. 

• The Rev. Dr. Dodd. 

f Dr. Kenrick, who read lectures at the Devil Tavern, 
under the title of " The School of Shakespeare." 

J James Macpberson, Esq. who lately, from the mere 
force of his style, wrote down the first poet of all anti- 
quity. 

II Vide page 76, 

•* Vide page 74,, 
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Here lies David Gamck,* describe him who cao) 
An abridgment of all tiiat -was pteasant in man; 
As an actor^ cimfest wi&ont rival to shine ; 
As a wit) if not first, in the very first line ; 
Yet, with talents like these, ahd an excellent heart, 
The man had his filings, a dope to his art* 
Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he spread, 
And beplaster'd with rouge his own natural red. 
On the stage he was natural, simple, affecting ^ 
'Twas only that, when he was off, he was acting. 
With no reason on earth to gp out of his way, 
He turn'd and he vafry'd fiiU ten times a day: 
Though secure of our hearts, yet confijundedly sick 
If they were not his own by finessing and trick: 
He cast o£f his friends, as a huntsman his pack, 
Forheknew when hepleas*dhe could whistle them back. 
Of praise a mere glutton, he swallow *d what came, 
And the puff of a dunce, he mistook it for feme ; 

• Vide page 74 
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Till bis relish grown, callous, almost to disease^ 
Who pepper'd the highest was surest to please. 
But let us be candid, and q>eak out our mind, 
If dunces applauded, be paid them in kind. 
Ye K^iricks,* ye Kellys,! and Wood£Ejls| so grave^ 
What a commerce was yours, while you got and you 
gave? 

* 

How did Grub-street re-echo the shouts that you rais'd, 
While he was be-Roscius'd and you were beprais'd? 
But peace to his spirit, wherever it flies. 
To act as an angel, and mix with the skies: 
Those poets who owe their best fame to his skill, 
Shall still be his flatterers, go where he will ; 
Old Shakspeare, receive him, with praise and witli 
love, 
' And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above. 

• Vide page 79. 

t Mr. Hugh Kelly, author of False Delicacy, Word to 

tbe Wise, Clementina, School for V/ives, &c. Sec. 

J Mr. W« Woodfall, printer of th^ MomingX]:hroBicIe. 

p 



83 RETALIATIOir. 

Here Hickey* reclines, a most blunt^pleasant crea- 
ture, 
And slander itself must allow him good nature ; 
He cherish'd liis friend, and he relish'd a bumper; 
Yet one fault he had, and that one was a thumper* 
Perhaps you may ask if the man was a miser I 
I answer. No, no, for he always was wiser: 
Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat? 
His very worst foe can't accuse him of that: 
Perhaps he confided in men as they go, 
And so was too fioolishly honest? Ah no! 
Then what was his Beuling? come tdl it, and bum 

ye:.*.. 
He was*.**could he help it?»*«»a special attorney* 

Here Reynoldsf is laid, and, to tell you my mind. 
He has not left a wiser or better behind ; 
His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand ; 
His manners were gentle, complying, and bland; 

♦ Vidcpigc74. t I^»d. 
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Still bom to improve us in every part, 

His pencil our faces, his manners our heart: 

To coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steering, 

When they judg*!! without skill he was still hard of 

hearing: 
When they talk'd of their Raphaels, Corregios, and 

stuff, 
He shifted his trumpet,* and only took snuff. 



POSTSCRIPT. 

After the fourth edition of this Poem was 
printed, the publisher received the following epitaph 
on Mr. Whitefbord,t from a friend of the late Doctor 
Goldsmith. 

* Sir Joshua Reynolds was so remarkably deaf as to be 
under the necessity of using an ear-trumpet in company. 

t Mr. Caleb Whitefoord, anthor of many humorous 
essays. 
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Here Wh i tefoor d reclmes, and deny it irho catiyi 
Thoagh he merrily liv^d he is now a grave* mfm : 
Rare compocmd of od^ty, frolic, and fiml 
Who relish'd a joke, and rejoic'd in a pun: 
Whose temper was generous, apeiij sinc«*e ; 
A stranger to flatt'ry, a stranger to fear; 
Who scattered around wit and humour at will; 
Whose daily bons mot* half a column might fill : 
A Scotsman, from pride and from prejudice free; 
A scholar, yet surely no pedant was he. 

What pity, alas! that so lib'ral a mind 
Should so long be to newspaper essays confin'd ! 
Who perhaps to the summit of science could soar, 
Yet content ^^ if the table he set in a roar;" 
Whose talents to fill any station was fit, 
Yet happy if WoodfaUf confess'd him a wit* 

* Mr. W. was sonotorioas a punster, that Doctor Gold- 
smith used to saj it was impossible to keep him company* 
without being infected with the itch of punning. 

t Mr. H. S. Woodfall, printer of the Public Advertiser. 
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Ye newspaper witlings ! ye pert scribbling folks I 
Who copy'd his squibs, and re-echo'd his jokes; 
Te tame imitators, ye servile herd, come, 
Still follow your master, and visit his tomb : 
To deck it, bring with you festoons of the vine, 
And copious libations bestow on his shrine ; 
Then strew all around it (you can do no less) 
CroM-readings^ aAifi'itetusy and mistakes qfthefireu,* 
Merry Whitefbord, £arewel! for thy sake I admit 
That a Scot may have humour, I had almost said wit : 
This debt to thy mem'ry I cannot refuse, 
<< Thou best humour'd man with the worst humour'd 



muse." 



* Mr. Whitefoord has frequently indulged the town 
with humorous pieces under those titles in the Public Ad« 
vertiser. 



THE HERMIT: 



A BALLAD. 



FIRST PRINTED IN 1765. 



LETTER TO THE PRINTER 

OF THE 

ST. JAMES'S CHRONICLE. 

INSERTED IN THAT PAPER, IN JUNE 176r. 



Sir, 

A.S there is nothing I dislike so much as news- 
paper controversy, particularly upon trifles, permit 
me to be as concise as possible in informing a corres- 
pondent of yours, that I recommended Blainville's 
Travels, because I thought the book was a good one ; 
and I think so still. I said, I was told by the book- 
seller that it was then first published ; but in that, it 
seems, I was misinformed, and my reading was not 
extensive enough to set me right. 

Another correspondent of yours accuses me of 
having taken a ballad, I published some time ago, 
from one* by the ingenious Mr. Percy. I do not 

• The Friar of Orders Gray. " Reliq. of Anc. Poetry," 
vol. i. p. 243. 
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think there is any g^reat resemblance between the two 
pieces in question. If there be any, his ballad is taken 
from mine* I read it to Mr* Percy some years ago; 
and he (as we both considered these things as trifles 
at best) told me, with his usual good humour, the next 
time I saw him, that he had taken my plan to form 
the fragments of Shakspeare into a ballad of his own* 
He then read me his little Cento, if I may so call it, 
and I highly approved it* Such petty anecdotes as 
these are scarce worth printing : and, were it not for 
the busy disposition of some of your correspondents, 
the Public should never have known that he owes me 
the hiiit of his ballad, or that I am obliged to his 
friendship and learning for communications of a much 
more important nature* 

I am Sir, 

Yours, &c. 

Oliver Goldsmith* 



4 



THE HERMIT. 



« Turn, gentle Hermit of the dale, 
*' And guide my lonely way 

" To where yon taper cheers the vale 
« With hospitable ray. 



" For here forlorn and lost I tread, 
<< With fiainting steps and slow ; 

*< Where wilds immeasurably spread, 
" Seem lengthening as I go." 



" Forbear, my son," the Hermit cries, 
" To tempt the dangerous gloom ; 

* For yonder faithless phantom flies, 
" To lure thee to thy doom. 
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^< Httre to the houseless child of want 

<< My door is open still; , 
<< And though my portion is but scant, 

^^ I give it with go6d wilL 



<< TheQ turn to-night, and freely rimre 
*< Whatever my cell bestows; 

^< My rushy couch and frugal fare, 
^^ My blessing, and repose* 



<< No flocks that range the valley free, 
^< To slaughter I condemn ; 

(' Taught by that Power that pities me, 
*' I learn to pity them: 



<' But from the mountain's gras^ side 

<< A guiltless feast I bring; 
<< A scrip, with herbs and fruits sopply'd, 

^^ And water from the i^ring* 
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*^ Theii> pilgrittiy tuni) thy calces ferftglDv 
<< All earth^Yorn cares arfe Wrong;: 

<< Man ynOktA but little here bdbw, '^ 

<< Nor wantt tluft ^de long^/' 



Soft as the dew from heav*!! descends, 

His gentle accents fells 
The modest stranger lowly bends, 

And foUoWs to the ceU. 



Far in a wilderness obscure 
The lonely mansion lay ; 

A refuge to the neighboring poor. 
And strangers led astray* 



No stores boieath its humble thatch 
Required a master's care; 

The "picket op'ning with a latch, 
Received the harmless pair. 
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And noW) when busy crowds retire, 
To take their evening rest, 

The Hermit trimm'd his little fire, 
And cheer'd his pensive guest: 



And sprei^ his vegetable store, 
And gaily prest, and smil'd ; 

And, skiU'd in legendary lore. 
The lingering hours b^^'d 



Around, in sympathetic mirth, 
Its tricks the kitten tries ; 

The cricket chirrups in the heart ^ 
The crackling £aggot ffies. 



>) 



But nothing could a charm impart 
To soothe the stranger's woe ; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 



r 
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His raing cares the Hermit spy'd^ 

With answering care opprests 
<^ And whence, unhappy yoath," he cry'd^ 

^ The sorrows of thy breast? 



^^ From better habitations spurn'dt 
<< Reluctant dost thou rove ; 

V 

'^ Or grieve for friendship unretum'dy 
'^ Or unregarded love? 



^ Alas ! the joys that fortune brings, 

<^ Are trifling, and decay ; 
^' And those who prize the paltry things, 

^< More trifling still than they* 



<< And what is friendship but a name, 
<^ A charm that lulls to ^eep ; 

<' A shade that follows wealth or fame, 
** But leaves the wretch to weep? 



# 
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^^ And love is atill an emptier sound, 
<< The jnodem ^r-one's jest ; 

^^ On .earth -unseen, or only found 
<< To warm the tuitle'^s nesU 



'^ For ahame, fond youth, thy sorrows hush, 
^^ And spurn the sex," he said: 

But while he spoke; a rising bhish 
His love-lorn -guest betray'd. 



Surpru'd he sees new beauties rise, 
Swift mantling to 4he yiew ; 

Like colours o'er the morning skies, 
As bright, as transient too. 



The bashful loc^, the rising breast. 
Alternate spread alarms : 

The lovely stranger stands confest 
A maid in all her charms* 



TBS KBRXm ^ $7 

And, << Ah^ forgivQ « ■Cranger rnde^ 

^ A wretch forlorn/* ihe cry'd; 
<< Whose feet unhaliow'd thus intrude 

<< Where heav'n and yon reside* 



^ But let ft maid thy pity share, 
<^ Whom love lias taught to stray ; 

^< Who seeks lor rest, but finds despair 
M Compankm of her .way* 



<< My fii^tfaer liv'd beside the Tyne, 

<* A wealthy lord was he ; 
'< And att his wealtih. was mark'd as mine; 

*<Hehadbutonlyme« . 



^ / 



" To win me from his tender arms, 
^ Unnumbered suitors came ; 

*< Who praisM me for imputed charms, 
** And folt, or feigned, a ilame« 

R 
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<< Each hour a mcrcenaiy crowd 
<< With richest proflfers strove : 

** Among the rest young Edwin bow'd) 
" But never talk'd of love. 



** In hnmbk) simplest habit clad^ 
<< Nor wealth nor power had he ; 

<^ Wisdom and worth were all he hadi 
<^ But these .were all to. me* 



<^ The blossom opening to the daf » 
" The dews of beav'n refin'df 

<< Could nought of purity display^ 
'^ To emulate his mind* 



<< The deW) tiie blossom on the tr^e^ 
'< With charms inconstant shine: 

*< Their charms were his, but) woe to me ! 
<^ llieir constancy was mine* 
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«< For still I tiy'd each fickle art^ 

<< Importunate and vain; 
** And while his pasuon touch'd my hearty 

^ I triunq^'d in his pain: 



^ Tin quite dejected with my scom^ 
*< He left me to my pride ; 

^ And sought a solitude forloniy 
<< In secret, where he dy'd* 



*^ But mine the sonow, ndne the &ult, 
<< And well my life shall pay; 

<< 111 seek the soUtode.he sought, 
^ And stretch me where he lay. 



^ And ther^ forlorn, despah*iBg, hid, 
<< I'll lay me down and die; 

a »xwas so for me that Edwin did, 
^ And so for him will I«" 



<■ ■« '» ^ J 
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« Forbid itj heav'n!" tlib H^iteit crjr'd, 
And clasp'd'h«r to hb breait: 

The wond'ring £dr«6ne tum'd to chide. 
'Twas Edwia's 0elf that prest! 



••• 



" Turn, Angelina, ever dtfctf . 

** My charmer, turtf to see ** " 
*^ Thy own, thy long-lost Edwin here^ 

*^ Restor'd to love and thee* 



*< Thus let me IvAd^ee to my hesr^ 
" And every casrt Tcs^'* 

** And shaU we never, never party * 
« My lilb..*.my an that's mine?" 



^ No, never) from ^s hmtr'topart, * ' 
" We'll live and love so true; - 

<< The sigh that rends thy constant beait, 
" Shall break thy Edwin's too. 



$t 
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TALES, ELEGIES, SONGS, 



PROLOGUES, 8(c 
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THE DOUBLE TRANSFORMATION! 



A TALE. 



Secluded from domestic strife. 

Jack Book-worm led a college Ufei 
A fellowship at twenty-five 
Made him the happiest man alive; 
Re drank his glass^ and cracked his Joke^ 
And freshmen wonder'd as he spoke. 

Such pleasures) unalloy'd with care^ 
Could any accident impair? 
Could Cupid's shaft at length transfix 
Our swain arriv'd at thirty-six? 
O had the archer ne'er come down 
To ravage in a countty town! . 
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Or Flavia been content to stop 
At triumphs in a Fleet-street shop ! 
O had her eyes forgot to blaze ! 
Or Jack had wanted eyes to gaze ! 
O [•••••••But let e^cclasnutiojk cease : 

Her presence banish'd all his peace* 

So with decorum all tilings carry 'd; 

Miss frown'd, and blush'd, and then wa8*«»m&rryM. 

Need we expose to vulgar sight 
The raptures of the bridal night? 
Need we intrude on haUow'd f;roundy 
Or draw Ihfe curtains^clos'd :around?- 
Let it suffice, that each had charms; 
• He claspVi a goddess in Ids arms ; 
Andy though she felt his vlssage rodg^^ 
Yet in a man 'twas' well enough. 

The honey-moon like lightning fiew. 
The second brought its transports too: 
A third, a fourth, were not amiss; 
The fifth was friendship mix*d with bliss s 



.r 
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But, when a twelvemonth pass'd away, 

Jack found his goddess made of clay ; 

Found half the charms that deck'd her face 

Arose from powder, shreds, or lace: 

But still the worst remained behind*... 

That very face had robb'd her mind. 

Skilled in no other arts was she, 

But dressing, patching, repartee ; 

And, just as humour rose or fell. 

By turns a slattern or a belle : 

'Tis true she dress'd with modern grace. 

Half naked at a ball or race ; 

But when at home, at board or bed, 

Five greasy night-caps wrap'd her head. 

Could so much beauty condescend 

To be a dull domestic friend? 

Could any curtain lectures bring 

To decency so fine a thing ? 

In short, by night, 'twas fits or fretting; 

By day, 'twas gadding or coquetting* 

s 
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Fond to be seen) she kept a bevy 

Of powdered Coxcombs at hefr levee ; 

The 'squire and captain took theii* stations^ 

And twenty other neari^latiOns; 

Jack suck'd his pipe, and often broke 

A sigh in suflfocating smoke ; 

While all their hours were past between 

Insulting repartee, or spleen. 

Thus as her faults each day were knowns 
He thinks her features coarser grown : 
He &ncies every vice she shows, 
Or thins her lip, or points her nose ; 
Whenever rage or envy rise. 
How wide her mouth, how wild her eyes! • 
He knows not how, but so it is. 
Her face is grown a knowing phiz : 
And, though her fops are wondrous civil, 
He thinks her ugly as the devil. 

Now, to perplex the revell'd noose, 
As each a difierent way pursues, 
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While sullen w loquacious strife 
Promised to l\old them on for life, 
That dire disease, whose ruthless power 
Withers the beauty's transient flower, 
Lo ! the small-pox, with horrid glare, 
LeveU'd its terrors at the fair ; 
And, rifling every youthful grace. 
Left but the remnant of a face* 

The glass, grown hateful to her sight, 
Reflected now a perfect fright : 
Each former art she vainly tries 
To bring back lustre to her eyes. 
In vain she tries her paste and creams, 
To smooth her skin, or hide its seams ; 
Her country beaux and city cousins, 

• __ 

Lovers no more, flew off by dozens: 
The squire himself was seen to yield, 
And e'en the captain quit the field* 

Poor madam, now condemned to hack 
The rest of life with anxious Jack, 
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Perceiving others fadrly flown, 
Attempted pleasing him alone. 
Jack soon was dazzled to behold 
Her present face surpass the old ; 
With modesty her cheeks are dy'd, 
Humility displaces pride ; 
For tawdry finery is seen 
A person ever neatly clean : 
No more presuming on her sway, 
She learns good-nature every day. 
Serenely gay, and strict in duty, 
Jack finds his wife a perfect beauty. 



THE GIFT. 



TO IRIS, IN BOW-STREET, COVENT-GARDEN. 



Say, cruel Iris, pretty rake. 
Dear mercenary beauty, 

What annual offering shall I make 
Expressive of my duty. 



My heart a victim to thine eyes. 
Should I at once deliver. 

Say, would the angry fair-one prize 
The gift, who slights the giver? 



A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy. 
My rivals give....and let 'em. 

If gems, or gold, impart a joy, 
I'll give them....when I get 'em^ 



i 
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1*11 giye.*.tbut not the full-blown rose* 
Or rose-bud more in fashion ; 

Such short-liv'd ofTrings but disclose 
A transitory passion* 



1*11 give thee something yet unpaid^ 

Not less sincere than dril : 
m give thee«».«ah ! too charming maid, 

1*11 give theet*»»to the devil* 



THE LOGICIANS REFUTED. 



IN IMITATION Of BEAN SWIFT* 



Logicians have but m dcfin'd 

As rational the human miod; 

Reason, they say, belongs to man. 

But let them prove it if they can. 

Wise Aristotle and Smiglesius, 

By ratiocinations specious, 

Have strove to prove with great precision) 

With definition and division^ « 

Homo eat ratione ftreditums 

But for my soul I cannot credit 'em ; 

And must, in spite of them, maintaini 

That man and all his ways are vain \ 
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And that this boasted lord of nature 

Is both a weak and erring creature ; 

TUSit instinct is a surer guide 

Than reason, boasting mortals' pride ; 

And that brute beasts are far before *6m**»» 

' jDeua eat anima brutorum* 

if 

Who ever knew an honest brute, 

At law his neighbour prosecute. 

Bring action for assault and battery, 

Or friend beguile with lies and flattery ? 

O'er plains they ramble unconfin'd ; 

No politics disturb their mind; 

They eat their meals, and take their sporty 

Nor know who's in or out at court; 

They never to the levee go. 

To treat as dearest friend, a foe ; 

They never importune his grace, 

Nor ever cringe to men in place ; 

Nor undertake a dirty job, 

Nor draw the quHl to write for Bob ; 
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Fraught with invective ihty ne'er go 
To folks at Pater-noster row. ' 
No judges^ fiddlers, dandng-ma^ers. 
No pick-pockets^ or poetasters, 
Are known to honest qUadruped»; 
No single brute his fellow leads* 
Brutes never meet in bloody fray, 
Nor cut each other's throats for pay* 
Of beast, it is confessed, the ape 
Comes nearest us in human shape ; 
Like man, he imitates each fashion, 
And malice is his ruling passion: 
But both in malice and grimaces, 
A courtier any ape surpasses* 
Behold him humbly cringing wait 
Upon the minister of state : 
View him soon after to inferiors 
Aping the conduct of superiors: 
He promises with equal air. 
And to perform takes equal care. 

T 
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He in his turn finds imitators ; 
At court, the porters, lackeys, waiters^ 
Their masters' manners still contract, 
And footmen, lords and dukes can act. 
Thus at the court, both g^at and small. 
Behave alike, for all ape alL 



lis 



ON A BEAUTIFUL YOUTH 



STRUCK BLIND BY LIGHTNING. 



IMITATED FROM THE SPANISH. 



Sure 'twas by Providence design'd, 
Rather in pity, than in hate, ' 

That he should be, like Cupid, blind, 
To save him from Narcissus' fate. 



^ 
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A NEW SIMILE, 



IN THE MANNER OF SWIFT. 



Long had I sought in vain to find 
A likeness for the scribbling kind ; 
The modem scribbling kind, who write, 
In wit, and sense, and nature's spite: 
Till reading, I forget what day on, 
A chapter out of Tooke's Pantheony 
I think I met wit|i something there. 
To suit my purpose to a hair ; 
But let us not proceed too furious, 
First please to turn to God Mercurius ; 
You'll find him pictured at full length 
In book the second, page the tenth: 
The stress of all my proofs on him I lay, 
And now proceed we to our simile. 



r 
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Imprimis, pray observe his hat. 
Wings upon either side^^^mark that. 
Well! what is it from thence ve gather? 
Why, these denote a brain of feather* 
A brain of feather I very right. 
With wit that's flighty, learning light; 
Such as to modem bard's decreed* 
A just comparisonM«**..proceed« 

In the next place, his feet peruse, 
Wings grow again from both his shoes; 
Deugn'd, no doubt, their part to bear, 
And waft his godship through the air^ 
And here my simile unites. 
For in a modem poet's flights, 
I'm sure it may be justly said, 
His feet are useful as his head. 

Lastly, vouchsafe t'observe his hand, 
Fill'd with a snake-encircled wand; 

I 

By classic authors term'd caduceus, 
And highly fam'd for several uses* 
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To wit...»inost wondrously endu*d| 
No poppy water half so good ; 
For let folks only get a touch, 
Its soporific virtue's such, 
Though ne'er so much awake beforei 
That quickly they begin to snore. 
Add too, what certain writers tell. 
With this he drives men's souls to hell. 

Now to apply^ begin we then ; 
His wand's a modem author's pen ; 
The serpents round about it twin'd, 

ft 

Denote him of the reptile kind; 
Denote the rage with which he writes. 
His frothy slaver, venom'd bites. 
An equal semblance still to keep^ 
Alike too both conduce to sleep : 
Hiis difference only, as the God 
Drove souls to Tart'rus with his rod, 
With his goose-quill the scribbling elf. 
Instead of others, damns himself* 



[ 



A NEW SIMILE. 119 

And here my simile almost tript, 
Yet grant a word by way of postcript* 
Moreover^ Merc'ry had a fiuling: 
Well! what of that? Out with it....Stealing; 
In which all modem bards agree^ 
Being each as great a thief as he : 
But e'en this deity's existence 
Shall lend my simile assistance. 
Our modem bards ! why what a pox 
Are they but senseless stones and blocks? 
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AN ELEGY ' 



ON THE DEATH OF A MAD DOG. 



GrOOD people afi, of every sort, 
Give ear unto my song; 

And if you find it wondrous shorty 
It cannot hold you long* 



In Islington there was a man, 
Of whom the world might say^ 

That still a godly race he ran, 
Whene'er he went to pray. 



A kind and gentle heart he had^ 
To comfort friends and fides ; 

The naked every day he clad, 
When he put on his clothes* 
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And in that town a dog wat foundy 

As many dogs there be, 
Both mongrely puppy, whelp, and hound, 

And curs of low- degree* 



This dog and man at first were iriends ; 

But when a pique began, 
The dog, to gain his private ends, 

Went mad, and bit the man. 



Around from all the neighboring streets 
The wond'ring neighbours ran. 

And swore the dog had lost his wits, 
To bite so good a man. 



The wound it seem'd both sore and sad, 

To every christian eye ; 
And while they swore -the dog was mad, 

They swore the man would die. 

u 
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But soon a wonder came to light. 
That showed the rogaes they lied; 

The man recovered of the bite, 
The dog it was that died. 
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THE CLOWN'S REPLY. 



John TROTT was desired by two witty peers, 

To tell them the reason why asses had ears ? 

" An't please you," quoth Johft, " I'm not given to 

letters, 
" Nor dare I pretend to know more than my betters ; 
^ Howe'er, from this time I shall ne'er see your graces, 
<< As I hope to be sav'd! without thinking on asses. ** 



Edinburgh^ 17SZ. 
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STANZAS ON WOMAN. 



N 



\v HEN lovely woman stoops to folly, 
And finds too late that men betray. 

What charm can sooth her melancholy, 
What art can wash her guilt away ? 



The ^ly art her gmlt to cover, 
To hide her shame from every eye, 

To give repentance to her lover, 
And wring his bosom.**.is, to die. 
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DESCRIPTION 



OF AN 



AUTOOR'S bed-chamber. 



Where the Red Lion staring o'er the way. 
Invites each passing stranger that can pay; 
Where Calvert's butt, and Parsons* black champaign. 
Regale the drabs and bloods of Drury-lane ; 
There in a lonely room, from bailifis snug, 
The Muse found Scroggen stretch'd beneath a rug: 
A window, patched with paper, lent a ray, 
That dimly show'd the state in which he lay. 
The sanded floor that grits beneath the tread, 
The humid wall with paltry pictures spread : 
Tlie royal Game of Goose was there in view, 
And the Twelve Rules the royal martyr drewj 
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The Seasons, fram'd with listing, found a place, 
And brave Prince William show'd his lamp-black face: 
The mom was cold, he views with keen desire 
The rusty grate unconscious of a fire : 
With beer and milk arrears the frieze was scor'd, 

And five crack'd tea*cups dress'd the chimney-board; 

f 

A nightcap deck'd his brows instead of bay, 
A cap by night....a stocking all the day ! 
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LETTER 
FROM MR. JAMES BOSWELL, 

CONTAINING A SONG WRITTEN BY OUR AUTHOR, 
WHICH HAS NEVER BEFORE BEEN PUBLISHES* 



I SEND you a small production of the late Dr. 
Goldsmith, which has never been published, and which 
might perhaps have been totally lost, had I not secur- 
ed it. He intended it as a song in the character of 
Miss Hardcastle, in his admirable comedy of << She 
Stoops to Conquer ;" but it was left out, as Mrs. Bulk- 
ley, who played the part, did not sing. He sung it 
himself, in private companies, very agreeably. The 
tune is a pretty Irish air, called " The Humouts of 
Balamagairy," to which he told me he found it very 
difficult to adapt words : but he has succeeded very 
happily in these few lines. As I could sing the tune, 
•and was fond of them, he was so good as to give me 
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them, about a year ago, just ds I was leaving London, 
and bidding him adiei^ for that season, little appre- 
hending that it was a last farewel. I preserve this 
little relic, in his own hand-writing, with an affec- 
^{late care. 

I am. Sir, 

Your humble Servant, 

James Boswell. 
To Mb. 
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SONG, 



IVTXXSSO TO HAVE BESN SUNG XK THX 



COMEDY OF 



« SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER." 



^m^w^r^mi^ 



Ah me ! when shall I marry me ? 
Lovers are plenty ; but £ul to relieve me* 
He, fon4 youth, that could carry me, 
. Qffisrs to love, but means to deceive me* 



But I wiU rally, and combat the miner: 
Not a look, not a smile, shall my passion discover. 
She that gives all to the lalse one pursuing hW| 
Makes but a penitent, and loses a lover* 



ISO 



STANZAS 



ON THE TAKING OF QUEBEC. 



Amidst the clamour of exulting joys, 

Which triumph forces from the patriot heart. 

Grief dares to mingle her soul-piercing voice, 

And quells the raptures which from pleasures start. 



O Wolfe ! to theip a streaming flood of woe, 

Sighing we pay, and think e'en conquest dear; 

Quebeck in vain shall teach our breasts to glow» 
Whilst thy sad fate extorts the heart-wrung tear. 



Alive, the foe thy dreadful vigour fled, 

And saw thee fall with joy-pronouncii^ eyest 

Yet &ey shall know thou conquerest, though dead; 
Since from thy tomb a thousand heroes ise. 
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EPITAPH 



ON DR. PARNELL. 



This tomb, inscribed to gentle Parneirs name, 

May speak our gratitude, but not his fame. 

What heart but feels his sweetly-moral lay, 

That leads to truth through pleasure's flow'ry way ! 

Celestial themes confessed his tuneful aid; 

And heaven, \hat lent him genius, was repaid. 

Needless to him the tribute we bestow, 

THie transitory breath of fame below : 

More lasting rapture from his works shall rise, 

While converts thank their poet in the skies. 
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EPITAPH 



ON EDWARD PURDONJ 



Here lies poor Ned Piirdon, from misery freed, 

Who long was a booksefler's hack; 
He led such a damnable life in this world, 

I don't think he'll wish to come back* 

* Mr. Furdon was educated at Trinity-College, Dublin; 
but haying wasted his patrimony, he inlisted as a foot- sol- 
dier. Growing tired of that employment, he obtained his 
discharge, and became a scribbler in the newspapers. Be 
translated Voltaire's Henriads. 
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Afl feLEGt 

ON THE GLORY OF HER SEX9 
MRS. MARY BLAI2E. 



Good people all, with one accoi^. 
Lament for Madam Blaize, 

Who never wanted a good word*..* 
From those who spoke her praise* 



The needy seldom passed her door, 
And always foimd her kind; 

She freely lent to all the poor.*.. 
Who left a pledge behind. 



She strove the neighbourhood to please, 
With manners Tfrondrous winning; 

And never follow 'd wicked ways.. 
Unless when she was sinning. 



I... 
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At church, in silks and sattins new. 
With hoop of monstrous aize, 

She never slmnber'd in her pew. 
But when she shut her eyes. 



'•••• 



Her love was sought, I do atcr, 
By twenty beaux and more; 

The king himself has followed her.... 
When she has walk'd before. 



But now her wealth and finery fled, 
Her hangers-on cut short. all; 

The doctors found, when she was dead. 
Her last disorder mortal. 



..• 



Let us lament, in sorrow sore. 
For Kent-street well may say. 

That had she liv*d a twelvemonth more«»«* 
She had not died to-day. 
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A SONNET. 



Weeping, murmuring, complainingy 

Lost to every gay delight; 
Myra, too sincere for feigning, 

Fears th' approaching bridal night* 



Yet why impair thy bright perfection? 

Or dim thy beauty with a tear? 
Had Myra followed my direction, 

She long had wanted cause of fear* 



w 



SONG. 



FmOH THE ORATORIO OF THE CAPTIVITT. 



^ThE wretch condemned wi£h life tQ party 

Still, still on hope relies; 
And ev'ry pang that rends the heart, 

Bid$ expectation rise. 



Hopej like the glimm'ring taper'5 light^ 
Adorns and cheers the way; 

And still, as darker grows .the nighty 
Emits a brighter ray. 



xsr 



SONG. 



O MEMORY! thou fond deceiver, 
Still importunate and vain, 

To former joys recurring ever, 
And turning all the past to pain ; 



Thou, like the world, th' opprest oppressing, 
Thy smiles increase the wretch's woe ! 

And he who wants each other blessing, 
In thee must ever find a foe. 



I3S 

A PROLOGUE, 

WIIITTXN AND 

SPOKEN BY THE POET LABERIUS 

A ROMAN KNIGHT, W&OM CASAR FORCEP UPON 

THE STAGE. 

PRESERVED BY MACRQBIUS.* 



W^HAT ! no way left to shun th? inglorious stage, 
And save from infamy my sinking age? 
Scarce half alive, oppressM with many a yearj^ 
What, in the name of dotage, drives rae here } 
A time there iiiras, when g^ry was my guide, 
Nor force nor fraud could turn my steps aside ; 
Unaw'd by power, and unappal'd by fear, 
With honest thrift I held my honour dear: 

* This translation was first printed in one of our Au* 
thor*8 earliest works, " The Present State of Learning in 
Europe," 12mo, 1759. 
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But this vile hour disperses all my store, 
And all my hoard of honour is no more ; 
For ah I too partial to my Ufe'6 decline, 
Ca&sar persuades, submission must be mine ; 
Him I obey, whom Heaven itself obeys, 
Hopeless of pleasing, yet inclin'd to please* 
Here then at once I welcone ev'ry shame^ 

And cancel at threescore a life of fame ; 

KFo more my titles «ha21 my children tell, 

IThe old buiRxMi wifl fit my name as well; 

This day beyond its term my fate extends^ 

I 

For life is ended wthtsk our hooQur ends* 
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PROLOGUE 



TO ZOBEIDE, A TRAGEDY. 



In these bold tiinles, when Learning's sons e^lort 
The distant climate and the savage shore ; 
When wise astronomers to India steer. 
And quit for Venus many a brighter here; 
While botardstSy all cold to smiles and dimpling^ 
Forsake the fair, and patientl7....go simpling; 
Our bard into the general spirit enters, 
And fits his little frigate for adventures. 
With Scythian stores and trinkets deeply laden, 
He this way steers his course, in hopes of trading.... 
Yet ere he lands, he has ordered toe before, 
To make an observation on the shore. 
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Where are we driv*n? our reckoning; sure i8 lost! 
Tliis seems a rocky and a dangerous coast* 
Lord, what a sultry climate am I imderi 
Yon ill-foreboding cloud seems big with thunder: 

\Ufifier gaUerym 
There mangroves spread) and larger than IVe seen 

'em...« [Pfr. 

Here trees of stately size..«.and billing turtles in 

'em..«« [Balconiea. 

Here ill-condition'd oranges abound..*. {^Stage. 

And apples, bitter apples, strew the ground. 

[Taating them. 
The inhabitants are cannibals I fear: 
I heard a hissing. ...there are serpents here ! 
O, there the people are.. ..best keep my distance ; 
Our captain (gentle natives) craves assistance ; 
Our ship's well stor'd....in yonder creek we've laid her: 
His honour is no mercenary trader. 
This is his first adventure; lend him aid, 
And we may chance to drive a thriving trade. 



H3 ^PROLOGUE* 

His goodi, lie hoiieB, are priaie, andlvrovglit firam faET^ 
Equally fit for gallantry and war. 
What, no reply to promises so ample ?•••• 
I'd best step back.— and order op a sainpir* 
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EPILOGUE, 

f 

SPOKEN BY MR. LEE LE^/^IS 

IK 7KK CHAKACTEK OF aJJlLXqUlV^AT Bit 

»£V2FIT* 



XxOLD! Prompter, kold! a word before your noi^ 

sense; 
I'd speak a word or two, to ease my consdeiice. 
My pride forbids it ever should be said, 
My heels eclips*^^ie honours of my head; 
That I found humour in a piebald vest, 
Or ever thought that jumping was a jest. 

[ Takea off hU ma^km 
Whence, and what art thou, visionary birth ? 
Kature disowns, and reason scorns thy mirth; 
In thy black aspect ev'ry passion sleeps. 
The joy that dimples, and the woe that weeps. 
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How hast thou filled the ^cene with all thy broody 
Of fools pursuing, and of fools pursu'd! 
Whose ins and outs no ray of sense discloses^ 

Whose cnly plot it is to break our noses; 

* » 

Whilst from below the trap-door d^mona rise^ . 
And fi'om above the dangling deities : 
And shall I mix in this unhallow'd crew? 
May rosin 'd lightning blast me if I do I 
No«...I will act, I'll vindicate the stage: 
Shakespeare himself shall feel my tragic rage. 
Off! off! vile trappings a new passion reigns! 
The maddening monarch revels in my veins. 
Oh ! for a Richard's voice to catc^ne theme: 
Give me another horse ! bind up my wounds !....8oft...« 

'twas but a dream. 
Aye, 'twas but a dream, for -now there's no retreat- 
ing; 
If I cease Harlequin, I cease from eating. 
^Twas thus that ^sop's stag, a creature blameless, 
Yet something vain, like one that shall be nameless, 
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Once on the margin of a fountain stood. 

And caviU'd at his image in the flood* 

** The deuce confound/' he cries, " these drumstick 

^anks; 

*' They neither have my gratitude nor thanks: 

** They're perfectly disgraceful I strike me dead! 

*< But for a head«..«yes9 yes, I have a head* 

<< How piercing is that eyel how sleek that brow! 

'< My horns! I'm told horns are the fashion now." 

Wliilst thus he spoke, astonish'd ! to his view, 

^ear, and more near, the hounds and huntsmen drew* 

Hoicks ! hark forward ! came thundering from behind, 

t^ips the fleeting wind : 

He quits the woods, and tries the beaten ways ; 

He starts, he pants, he takes the circling maze. 

At length, his silly head, so priz'd before, 

Is taught his former folly to deplore ; 

Whilst his strong limbs conspire to set him free^ 

And at one bound he saves himself, like me. 

ITaking ajumfi through the atage-doovn 
z 
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Strip but this vizor off and sure I am 

You'll find his lionship a very lamb. 

Yon politician, famous in debate. 

Perhaps, to vulgar eyes, bestrides the state ; 

Yet, when he deigns his real sha^ t' assume, 

He turns old woman and bestrides a broom. 

Yon patriot, too, who presses on your sight, 

And seems, to every gazer, all in white. 

If with a bribe his candour you attack. 

He bows, turns round, and whip..«.the man's in black ! 

Yon critic, too....but whither do I run ? 

If I proceed, our bard will be undone ! 

Well then,, a truce, since she requests it too : 

Do you spare her, and I'll for once spare you. 



^HS ENOK 



